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Do  you  sometimes  put  on  pants? 


Do  you  sometimes  go  out  into  civilized  society?  Are  you 
included — even  by  mistake — at  luncheons,  dinners,  teas? 
Then,  what  do  you  know  about  the  other  fellow's  game? 
You  can't  discuss  the  discus  throw  with  dowagers.  You 
can't  sock  debutantes  in  the  jaw.  Intelligent  men  and 
women  talk  of  art,  the  theatre,  dancing,  the  latest  world 
idea  . . .  and  not  even  an  arrowy  dive  into  the  green  turtle 
soup  can  save  you  from  the  consequences  of  not  know- 
ing what  it's  all  about.   Bores  aren't  asked  a  second  time ! 

Don't  be  muscle-bound  above  the  ears! 


©  Vanity  Fair. 


The  world  can't  bother  with  people  who  never 
let  more  than  one  idea  dawn  above  their  hori- 
zon— one  sport,  one  art,  one  line  of  repartee. 

It  won't  recognize  you  unless  you  can  hold  up 
your  end  when  the  talk  veers  to  the  charm- 
ing, sophisticated  interests  of  modern  life. 


And  yet  the  secret  of  social  success  is  so  easy — 
so  simple — so  inexpensive .  All  you  need  to  do  is 
tear  off  that  coupon  and  spend  two  dollars  for 
the  one  magazine  that  will  keep  you  in  touch 
with  every  new  movement  of  modern  life. 

Get  a  running  start !    Sign  the  coupon  now ! 


Special  Offer! 

10 

issues  of 

VANITY  FAIR 

for 


^ 


VANITY  FAIR. 
Greenwich,  Conn. 

Enclosed  find  $2  for  ten  issues  of  Vanity 
Fair.  Just  watch  me  crash  the  velvet  ropes 
in  nothing  flat. 


Name 

Address 
City 


Goblin 


Stops  and  prevents  the  nausea  of 
Sea,  Train  and  Car  Sickness.  You 
can  travel  anywhere  in  any  con» 
veyancc   through  its   use. 

75c.  &  $1.50  <rt  Drug  Storej 
I  or  diret^  on  receipt  of  price 

The   MothersiU   Remedy    Co.,   N.   Y. 


The  Future  Hotels 

Perhaps  in  no  other  field  of  in- 
dustry is  American  genius  so  exem- 
plified as  in  the  construction, 
equipment  and  administration  of 
hotels.  Changes  have  been  so 
rapid,  that  a  hotel  built  ten  years 
ago  is  old  and  out  of  date  to-day. 
Veteran  hotel  men,  however,  say 
that  progress  has  only  begun,  and 
predict  that,  within  the  next  ten 
years,  changes  will  come  which 
even  the  most  confirmed  hotel 
habitue  would  not  dream  possible. 
Speaking  before  the  National 
Hotel  Men's  Convention  a  few 
days  ago,  Mr.  Tatler,  of  the  famous 
Tatler  chain,  created  a  sensation 
by  making  the  predictions  which 
follow  : 

1927:  Room  clerk  acknowledges 
receiving  guest's  telegram  making 
reservations.  Page  pronounces 
name  so  that  man  called  under- 
stands it.  Guest  given  room  in 
which  large  hall  light  is  not  directly 
in  front  of  transom. 

1928:  Waiter  serving  guest  in 
room  remembers  to  bring  salt  and 
pepper.  Hotel  advertisement  in 
which  "Cuisine  unexcelled"  is  not 
used.  Man  paged  more  frequently 
than  anyone  else  found  to  be  per- 
son of  prominence. 

1929:  Guest  desiring  to  sleep 
late  not  awakened  by  hall  porter 
noisily  cleaning  outside  door  knob. 
Guest  desiring  to  sleep  late  not 
awakened  by  vacuum  cleaner  in 
front  of  room. 

1930:  Guest  desiring  to  sleep 
late  not  awakened  by  maid  rattling 
key  in  lock.  Umbrella  rented  at 
desk  found  to  be  waterproof.  Ar- 
riving guest  administers  severe 
beating  to  bell  boy  for  taking  suit- 
case from  him  so  forcibly  that 
handle  breaks. 


1931  :  Head  waiter  admits  that 
several  window  seats  are  not  re- 
served. Traveling  salesman  ex- 
presses himself  as  entirely  satisfied 
with  food  and  service.  Hat  check 
girl  says,  "Thank  you." 

1932:  Guest  is  entirely  through 
bath  and  out  of  tub  before  clerk 
rings  phone  to  ask  if  his  initial  is 
T.  or  F.  Diner  with  newspaper 
spread  on  table  doesn't  have  it 
pushed  aside  by  waiter  to  make 
room  for  knife  and  fork.  Guest 
waits  only  fifteen  minutes  for  dish 
marked  "Ready." 

1933:  Diner  who  ordered  coffee 
served  with  meal  gets  it.  Phone 
girl  asked  to  call  41  5  at  7.30  doesn't 
call  730  at  4.15.  Guest  sits  in 
lobby  for  half  hour  without  raising 
feet  for  porter  to  sweep  under  them. 

1934:  Girl  at  news  stand  not  too 
busy  with  theatre  tickets  to  sell 
newspaper  to  guest.  Prices  in  base- 
ment cafeteria,  advertised  as  cheap- 
er than  main  dining  room,  actually 
are.  Doorman  calls  cheapest  taxi 
instead  of  most  expensive  one. 

1 935 :  Guest  gets  room  and  bath 
at  minimum  rate  advertised.  Ar- 
riving guest  only  waits  four  hours 
for  room  after  being  told  that  there 
would  be  vacancy  in  thirty  min- 
utes.    Bath  mat  plainly  marked  so 


An  Appealing 
Beauty 

A  velvety  skin  and 
complexion  of  ra» 
diant  beauty.  An 
alluring  appearance 
so  appealing,  you'll 
enjoy  universal 
adoration. 
White  -  Flesh  -  Rachel 


85yrs. 
GOURAUO*S^       "^ 


USE 


ORIENTAL  COEAM 


Send  IOC.  for  Trial  Size 
Ferb.  T.  Hopkins  it  Sen,  Montreal 


that  guest  fails  to  dry  himself  with 
it  before  discovering  that  it  is  not 
Turkish  towel. 

1936:  Head  waiter  appears  as 
guest  enters  dining  room,  and 
shows  him  to  seat.  Valet  returns 
clothes  at  time  specified  so  that 
guest  does  not  miss  important  en- 
gagement. Mr.  Tatler,  addressing 
Hotel  Men's  Convention,  admits 
he  was  too  sanguine  concerning 
some  of  the  changes  he  predicted 
ten  years  ago. 

— Joseph  Fulling  Fishman,  in  the 
New  Yorl^er. 

*        *        * 

A  certain  fellow  we  know  became 
angry  when  his  friends  objected  to 
his  signing  a  hat  check. — Voo  Doo. 


The  Most 
Digestible 
of  Sweets 

Out  pure  Corn  Syrup  is 

relished  by  adults    and 
children   because  of  it's 
delicious  flavor. 
It  is  also  rich  in  food  value, 
and  so  easily  digested. 
Doctors  recommend  it. 


CORN  SYRUP 

The    CANADA    STARCH  CO..  LIMITED- MONTREAL        CB.IO 


Goblin 


The  Gold  Si-irdtirdiat  Values 

IN  the  new  Reo  Roadster,  first  impressions  are  hacked  hy  actual 
performance.  Fleetness  c^^o  active  grace  <r*~o  ahility  to  eat 
up  long  distances  and  master  stiffest  grades  with  consummate 
ease    c-*^    are  all  suggested  in  the  eye'compelling  sweep  of  body. 

The  presence  of  these  desirable  qualities  is  assured  beyond 
question  by  Reo's  50  horse-power,  six'cylinder  engine  and  Reo's 
inherent  mechanical  goodness. 


REO     MOTOR     CAR  COMPANY     OF     CANADA,     LIMITED 


WINDSOR,     ONT, 


VOLUME  VI 
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NUMBER  7 


A  Valentine 


St.  Valentine's  day  is  the  day  when  the  birds 

Are  reputed  to  start  their  philand'ring. 
And  lovers  all  over,  in  twos  and  in  herds, 

In  dalliance  sweet  go  meand'ring. 
The  wise  little  birds  set  the  fourteenth  apart 

To  inaugurate  billing  and  cooing. 
To  the  flutter  of  feather  and  flitter  of  heart, — 

Which  is  just  what  we  ought  to  be  doing. 


With  this  thought  in  my  mind,  I'll  be  calling  at  eight, 

And  I  look  for  a  hearty  reception, 
And  if  1  don't  get  it,  be  warned  of  your  fate 

(Don't  say  that  I  practise  deception!) 
For  it's  also  the  day  that  Saint  Valentine's  neck 

Was  chopped  in  a  manner  most  sordid; 
Which  will  give  you  an  inkling  of  what  is  on  deck 

If  my  suit  you  should  pass  unrewarded! 

—J.  E.  McD. 


'Allans,  Gaston,  and  how  is  your  divorce  case  progressing?" 

'Sacre  bleu,  Alphonse,  I  had  to  call  it  off;  my  wife  was  falling  in  love  with  the  co-respondent!" 
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Pastor  (to  the  village  drunkard):   "I  was  certainly  pleased  to  sec  you  at  our  Temperance  rally  last  night. 
Village  Drunkard:  "So  that's  where  I  was!" 


Three  Guid  Reasons 

It  was  at  the  Fall  Fair,  and  some 
of  the  boys  who  were  seeing  the 
whole  show,  tried  to  persuade 
Angus  McGregor  to  buy  himself  a 
ride  on  the  merry-go-round.  "Na, 
na,"  said  Angus.  "The  poseetion 
is  redeeculous,  the  plaisure  is  but 
momentary  and  the  expense  is 
■domnable." 

if:  *  * 

Getting  Even  with  Doc. 

Hank  HorsecoUar  says  he  always 
likes  to  take  castor  oil,  because 
Doc.  Smith  says  it  isn't  fit  stuff  for 
a  human  being  to  take;  and  he 
hates  Doc.  Smith. 


Guess  Who  Used  the  Car? 


"/  see  by  the  papers  they've  got  a 
new  serum  that'll  bring  you  back  'o 
life  after  you're  dead." 

"Not  for  me!  I  wouldn't  take 
any  chances." 


sweet  young  thing  and  her 
brother  both  wanted  to  use  the 
family  car  that  evening;  and  as 
neither  of  them  would  give  in  to 
the  other,  the  spat  at  the  supper 
table  was  becoming  quite  lively. 

Finally,  all  other  arguments 
having  failed,  the  brother  tried 
innuendo: 

"Well,  young  lady,"  he  began, 
"if  I  was  to  tell  dad  all  that  I 
know — " 

"The  silence,"  cut  in  his  sister, 
giving  him  a  wicked  kick  in  the 
shin,  "woilld  be  oppressive." 

-J.  H.  S. 
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A  Debt  Settlement,  or  Giving 

the  International  Slant  to 

Personal  Transactions 

Seven  months  ago  I  bought  a 
ninety-dollar  suit  from  my  tailor. 
Lately  he  has  become  rather  insis- 
tent about  the  matter  of  payment. 

After  receiving  two  urgent  re- 
quests for  an  immediate  settle- 
ment, I  constituted  myself  a  debt- 
funding  commission  of  one,  duly 
accredited  and  authorized  to  ar- 
range the  best  possible  terms  with 
my  creditor. 

At  the  first  meeting  the  com- 
mission suggested  tentatively  that 
payments  be  spread  over  a  period 
of  thirty-three  years,  $2  to  be  the 
amount  repayable  without  interest 
for  the  first  three  years,  and  there- 
after $3  a  year  plus  interest  at  I  '^/i, 
per  cent. 

Following  prolonged  negotia- 
tions extending  over  five  minutes, 
my  tailor  rejected  this  offer  in  toto. 

Thereupon  the  debt-funding  com 
commission  departed  for  home  and 
summoned  a  hurried  conference  at 
which  I  presided.  A  new  offer  was 
drawn  up  and  approved. 

A  fresh  meeting  was  arranged 
with  the  tailor.  The  new  proposal 
was  submitted — an  annual  pay- 
ment of  $3  without  interest  for  five 
years  (provided  the  commission  was 
able  to  raise  that  amount)  and  at 
the  termination  of  that  time  a 
further  meeting  of  the  two  parties 


Timid  Customer:   "I'm  going  to  Chicago  and  I  -  er  .   .   ." 
Floorwalker:   "Yes  sir,  shot  guns  and  revolvers  on  the  fourth  floor. 


"What's     the     matter 
Monk,  this  morning?  " 

"He  was  out  necking  with  Miss 
Giraffe  last  night." 


concerned  to  draft  the  final  terms 
of  payment. 

The  discussion  ended  in  a  dead- 
lock. The  commission  raised  its 
offer  by  fifty  cents  per  annum  but 
the  tailor  refused  to  consider  this, 
holding  firmly  to  his  original  de- 
mand, which  the  commission  con- 
sidered little  short  of  robbery.  A 
hasty  consideration  of  its  report 
proved  to  me  that  compliance  with 
the  offered  terms  of  the  tailor  would 
mean  economic  ruin. 

The  worst  of  it  is,  I  need  another 
new  suit.  As  a  last  resort,  I  have 
authorized   the  commission   to  ap- 


proach my  tailor  with  a  view  of 
securing  a  long-term  loan  at  a  low 
rate  of  interest,  the  proceeds  to  be 
handed  over  to  my  creditor  in  pay- 
ment of  both  suits. 

If  this  generous  offer  is  rejected, 
there  will  be  only  one  solution  re- 
maining 1  shall  be  regretfully 
compelled  to  transfer  my  patronage 
to  a  different  tailor. 

—R.  K.  Hall. 


"That's    pretty     snappy,"     said 
the  rat  as  the  trap  sprang  on  him 
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'If  thet  team  don  I  make  tW  crossin    ahead  of  th'  train,  I'll  whale  tW  daylights  oula  them!" 


Inspirational  Stuf¥ 

Monday:  Noon — William  Hooks 
lunched  at  Rotary  club. 

Evening — Attended    meeting    of 
Civitas  Club. 

Tuesday:  Noon — Lunched  at 
Talk  and  Eat  Club. 

Evening — Heard  lecture  on  Will- 
Power. 

Wednesday:  Noon — Lunched  at 
Preservation  of  Morals  Society. 

Evening — Revival  meeting. 

Thursday:  Noon — Lunched  at 
Optimists'  Club. 

Evening — Attended  banquet  at 
Y.M.C.A.  to  organize  standard 
efficiency  tests. 

Friday:  Noon — Lunched  at  Boos- 
ters' club. 

Evening — Read  inspirational 
verses  of  Edgar  Guest. 

Saturday — Committed  suicide. 

—  Ron.   Ever  son 


Epitaph 

Here  lies  Constellation  Mars, 
Who  loved  to  gaze  up  at  the  stars; 
An  auto  came;    his  eyes  were  dim; 
And  now  the  stars  gaze  down  on 


Doctor:  ''You  must  give  up  so 
much  headword.." 

Patient:  "But,  I  couldn't  do  that. 
I'm  a  hairdresser!" 


Service 

"Now,  den,  "  inquired  a  colored 
evangelist,  "am  dey  anybuddy  else 
in  dis  congregashun  whut  wishes 
to  be  prayed  fo?  " 

"Yassuh,"     replied      a      female 
voice,   "Ah  wishes  you'd   pray  fo 
mah  husban' — he's  a  spen'thrif  an' 
th'ows  his   money   'round   reckless 
like." 

"Deed  Ah  will,  sisteh,"  was  the 
fervent  response.  "Ah'U  pray  fo' 
a  whole  congregashun  jes  like  dat 

nigger!  "  — J-  H-  S. 

*        *        * 

My  Valentine 

1  should  like  to  send  you  violets. 

All  dripping  with  the  dew; 
1  should  like  to  send  you  pansies. 

To  tell  my  thoughts  of  you ; 
1  should  like  to  send  red  roses, 

The  symbol  of  Love's  bliss, 
But  it's  cheaper,  dear,  to  write  you 

Just  a  little  verse  like  this. 

—R.D.L. 
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These  Charming 
People 

Synthetic  Amateur  Entertainers 
that  Every  Hostess  Knows — and  Fears. 


"Brought  along  the  li'l  ole  banjo 
again!"  pipes  Reggie.  Some  fine 
morning  Reggie  is  going  to  wal^e  up 
playing  a  harp. 


Lottie,  who  goes  over  big  with 
her  cute  kiddie  impersonations, 
lisps,  "I'm  thickth  yearth  old 
to-day!" 


Joy  radiates  from  the  countenance  of  our 
host  who  mak.es  those  original  cocktails: 
"I  know  this  is  good  gin,"  says  he,  "/ 
made  it  myself  this  morning." 


Drawings  by 
MARJORIE  JONES 


Come  to  me  in  my  dreams!  '  trills 
Anasiasia.  and  you  just  know  she'll 
come  to  you  —in  nightmares — from 
now  on. 


Tragedy  moves  the  soul  and  aud- 
ience of  Conrad,  as  he  recites, 
"Roll  on,  thou  dark  and  deep  blue 
ocean,  roll!"  In  a  few  moments 
kind  hearts  and  Willing  hands 
will  roll  Conrad  on     and  out. 


10 
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The  Nerve  of  that  Artist!" 


The  Insult 

The    manager    of    the    Beaver    House,    in    the    little 

northern  town, 
Dozes  in  front  of  his  fire. 
His  spectacles  lie  on  his  chest;  his  corn-cob  pipe  has 

gone  out. 
He  is  dreaming  of  the  old  days. 

The  Beaver  House  bar  was  seventy-five  feet  long  then, 
And  had  twelve  bar-keeps. 
The  crowd  lined  up  before  them  four  deep. 
He  is  dreaming  of  the  voices,  the  laughter  and  the 

oaths, 
And  the  rattle  of  silver  on  the  bar, 
As  the  twelve  bar-keeps  short-changed  everyone. 
And  he  remembers  the  "Snake  Room," 
Where  the  "pass-outs"  awoke  next    morning — broke. 
There  was  a  little  button  under  the  bar 
That  the  head  bar-keep  sometimes  pushed. 
It  flashed  a  light  on  every  corner  in  town; 
When  the  cops  saw  it  they  came  running; 
It  meant  there  was  a  free-for-all  down  at  the  Beaver 

House. 
The  "Good  Old  Days"   .   .   . 
The  manager  awakes  with  a  start; 
A  drunk  has  stumbled  out  of  the  drug  store  across  the 

way 
And  is  singing  "Sweet  Adeline"  on  the  Beaver  House 

verandah. 
The  manager  is  out  in  a  second; 
"Geddoudahere,  you  good-fer-nothin'  bum,"  he  says, 

"givin'  my  place  a  bad  name!" 
Then  he  returns  to  his  fire,   re-lights  his  pipe,   and 

dozes, 
A  man  who  has  justly  resented  an  insult. 

—J.  E.  McD. 


Early  Awake! 

Mornings  I  have  risen  ere  the  sun 

Brimmed  on  the  waiting  town, 
Seen  the  clear  starlets  paling,  one  by  one; 

Night  wore  a  silver  gown. 

Oh,  I  have  cast  aside  my  coverlet 

Before  the  city  stirred, 
And  I  have  thrown  off  heavy  sleep  ere  yet 

Awoke  the  earliest  bird. 

Lightly  the  friendly  blankets  1  would  doff 

At  day's  loud  summons.     Then 
How  oft  I've  switched  the  darned  alarm  clock  oir 

And  gone  to  bed  again!  — Stephen  Moon 

*        *        * 

Some  Consolation 

"Well,  Mrs.  Johnsing,"  announced  the  colored 
physician,  after  taking  her  husband's  temperature, 
"Ah  has  knocked  de  fever  outen  him.  Dat's  one  good 
thing." 

"Sho'  nuff,"  was  the  excited  reply.  "Does  dat 
mean  dat  he's  gwine  to  git  well,  den?" 

"No,"  replied  the  doctor,  "dey's  no  hope  fo'  him; 
but  you  has  de  satisfraction  ob  knowin'  dat  he  died 
cured." 


"Marry  youl     Sir,  do  you  realize    that  I'm  a  Van 
Alderton?" 

"I  know,  dear,  but  I'll  try  to  forget  it  if  you  will." 
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Unusual  Tales 

III 

The  Spinsters  and  the  Beautiful 
Visitor 

To  a  certain  famous  hotel,  lo- 
cated in  a  typical  winter  resort  and 
patronized  by  faded,  middle-aged 
spinsters,  there  came  one  day  a 
very  beautiful  young  woman.  And 
a  very  attractively  dressed  young 
woman  she  was  as  well.  Yet, 
strange  to  relate,  she  was  acquaint- 
ed with  no  one  in  the  entire  resort. 
Furthermore,  her  name — gleaned 
from  the  hotel  register — conveyed 
nothing  to  the  middle-aged  spin- 
sters. 

"Here  is  a  pathetic  figure,"  they 
said  to  themselves,  "a  poor,  lonely 
girl  with  no  companions.  We  must 
help  her.  Surely  it  is  up  to  us  to 
make  her  happy." 

And,  accordingly,  they  imme- 
diately set  to  work  and  proceeded 
to  introduce  her  to  all  the  handsome 
young  men  of  the  colony  and  to 
arrange   little   dinners   and   dances 

for  her  during  her  stay.     — C.G.S. 

*        *        * 

Consolation 

I  cannot  sing  the  old  songs, 

I  sung  long  years  ago. 
For  all  my  notes  are  shaky — 

They  will  not  sweetly  flow; 
But  I  can  sing  the  new  songs; 

Their  tunes  1  love  to  bawl, 
For,  luckily,  the  new  songs 

They  need  no  voice  at  all. 

— D.  A.  F. 

^  ^  ^ 

Gone  but  not  Forgotten 

Gold  teeth,  the  Saturday  night 
bath,  1925  calendar,  minstrel  shows 
spanking,  obedience,  female  hips, 
heaven,  hell,  horse  cars,  s'death, 
staidness,  stays.  — R.  G.  E. 


The  Stranger:  "What's  th'  rush?" 

The  Salesman:  "Tm  late  for  my  early  morning  appointment!' 

The  Stranger:   "So?     And  what's  your  line?" 

The  Salesman:   "Alarm  clocks!  " 


"Hey!      Why  the  suicide?" 
Despairing   Cub   Reporter:    "The 
editor  send  me  out  to  cover  a  wedding 
and  the  groom  shot  the  bride,  so  I've 
got  no  story!  " 


Desperate 

"Say,  Squire,  '  complained  a  vil- 
lage speed  cop,  "if  you  don't  reduce 
th'  fine  fer  speedin',  I'm  gonna  have 
to  git  me  anuther  job." 

"'S  matter,  Gabe?"  inquired  the 
dispenser  of  rural  justice.  "Is  ten 
an'  costs  too  much?  " 

"Must  be,"  was  the  laconic 
reply.  "Th'  dern  cusses  air  all 
slowin'  up." 

-J.  H.  S. 
*       *       * 

Adding  Insult  to  Injury 

INQUEST  WILL  BE  HELD 
INTO  DOUBLE  TRAGEDY 

Pembroke,  Ont.,  Jan  25. — "In 
my  opinion,  Sergt.  Billings  and  Joe 
Stringer  were  brutally  murdered 
through  foul  means  and  then  burned 
to  death,  "  were  the  words  of  Prov- 
incial Constable  S.  J.  Elliott  when 
interviewed  this  afternoon. 

— Mail  and  Empire. 

Apparently  even  murderers  have 
to  make  doubly  certain  in  this  age 
of  skepticism. 


Shed  a  Tear! 

If  you  are  capable  of  pitying 
that  class  of  social  vultures  known 
as  oil-well  promoters,  this  story 
should  move  you  to  tears.  The 
hero  of  the  story  had  just  returned 
from  a  hard  day's  work  of  con- 
vincing two  widows  and  several 
homeless  orphans  that  there  was 
oil  in  the  shifting  sands  of  Texas. 
He  was  met  on  the  veranda  by  his 
wife,  who,  by  the  way,  he  had  mar- 
ried for  her  money. 

"Darling,"  she  said,  "I  have  a 
wonderful  surprise  for  you.  Three 
guesses." 

"You've  bought  me  a  new  car." 

"N-no." 

"A  watch?" 

"N-no." 

"I  know,  you  little  villain;  you're 
going  to  give  me  another  ten 
thousand?" 

"No,  darling,  you'd  never  guess- 
I've  put  all  my  money  into  your 
business." 

— Henry  Janes 
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tE^rabition 


A  NATION'S  heroes  reflect  the  national  ideals, 
if  not  necessarily  its  working  policies.  At  this 
time  of  year  in  the  United  States,  on  the 
anniversary  of  Lincoln's  birthday,  it  is  the  custom  to 
recall,  repeat  and  embellish  the  already  extensive 
Lincoln  legendary.  Each  year  sees  "Honest  Abe  " 
more  firmly  established  on  the  American  Olympus. 
To-day  no  one  volume  could  contain  the  myriad 
anecdotes  of  which  he  is  the  central  figure.  No  life- 
time could  well  contain  sufficient  days  for  the  acting 
of  them.  The  popularly  conceived  figure  of  Lincoln, 
clothed  in  almost  divine  kindliness  and  omniscience, 
colours  the  American's  conception  of  his  country,  and 
his  forebears.      "There  were  giants  in  those  days.  " 

This  fact  of  wrongly  attributed  but  plausible  stories 
and  characterization  is,  it  seems  to  us,  one  of  the 
major  requirements  for  graduation  into  the  Hall  of 
the  Great.  The  personality  of  a  man  must  have 
obtained  a  strangle  hold  upon  the  national  conscious- 
ness before  his  name  has  power  to  draw  like  a  magnet 
a  host  of  unattached  myths  constantly  being  passed 
from  mouth  to  mouth.  Nevertheless,  the  political 
and  social  activities  of  the  Republic  as  reflected  in  the 
daily  press  are  scarcely  to  be  construed  as  being  dic- 
tated by  the  spirit  of  the  Great  Emancipator,  whose 
views  cannot  fail  to  be  regarded  as  being  in  direct 
opposition  to  nine  out  of  ten  of  the  present-day 
American  institutions,  from  Prohibition  to  the  Ku 
Klux  Klan. 

By  contrast  we  Canadians  are  apparently  a  hard- 
boiled,  disillusioned  and  practical  people.  At  first 
glance  it  would  appear  that  are  are  not  extensively 
given  to  hero-worship.  A  stranger  might  be  excused 
for  believing  that  we  are  less  conscious  of  our  national 


background  than  any  nation  in  the  world.  Th® 
apology  has  been  offered  that  we  are  a  young  nation. 
This  is  so,  but  Sir  John  A.  Macdonald  assumes  in  our 
minds  little  of  the  stature  of  many  of  his  American 
contemporaries  in  the  minds  of  their  countrymen  of 
to-day.  This  is  true  in  the  face  of  the  fact  that,  from 
his  character,  appearance  and  idiosyncrasies,  he  would 
seem  to  have  been  designed  inevitably  for  tradition. 

Champlain,  Wolfe  and  De  la  Salle  mean  less  to  us 
in  the  aggregate  than  Washington  to  the  average 
American. 

Does  this  mean  that  we  are  a  people  wholly  devoid 
of  or  lacking  in  ideals? 

Our  stock,  our  history  and  our  institutions  show 
clearly  that  this  is  not  the  case.  Something  of  the 
mysticism  of  Sir  Galahad  entered  into  the  fortitude 
with  which  the  early  missionaries  carried  out  their 
stupendous  task.  Place  names  throughout  the  Do- 
minion record  battles  with  apparently  insurmountable 
difficulties  only  to  be  overcome  by  brave  hearts 
actuated  by  the  loftiest  inspiration.  To  come  to  the 
present  day,  Canada's  entry  into  the  War,  and  the 
enlistment  of  the  youth  of  the  nation  was  coloured  by 
ten  times  the  idealism  of  the  quest  of  Jason  for  the 
Golden  Fleece.  And  yet  we  treat  our  great  men  of 
the  past  as  subjects  suitable  for  the  classroom  and 
textbook. 

The  basic  reason  is  a  simple  one.  The  American 
heroes  are  advertised  to  us  better.  Seven  hundred 
different  American  publications  enter  Canada  con- 
tinuously. Fifteen  of  these  have  a  total  circulation 
of  23,858,612  actually  in  Canada.  Disregarding  en- 
tirely the  financial  consideration,  and  overlooking 
the  moral  effect,  good  or  bad,  which  many  of  these 
I  Continued  on  page  40} 
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Hepplesuss 

The  latest  (as  we  go  to  press) 
recruit  to  the  vast  army  of  Holly- 
wood divorce  enthusiasts  is  Adolph 
Menjou.  He  charges  cruelty. 
As  proof  of  this  he  quotes  his  wife 
— to  whom,  by  the  way,  it  was  his 
custom  to  refer  as  the  reason  for 
his  success — as  having  called  him 
"good-for-nothing,  puffed-up,  and 
conceited.  " 

It  is  not  unlikely  that  in  the  old 
days,  when  fortune  had  not  yet 
begun  to  beam  with  such  an  open 
countenance,  that  Mrs.  Menjou 
had  her  moments  when  she  was 
possibly  given  to  the  odd  caustic 
remark  or  two.  On  the  days  when 
Adolph  did  not  "get  the  job,"  and 
Mrs.  Menjou  may  have  suggested 
that  as  an  actor  he  should  do  well 
in  the  weiner  business,  that  was 
not  cruelty.  In  those  times  such 
remarks  appeared  insignificant;  it 
is  only  when  they  are  set  up  against 
a  couple  of  tins  of  fan  mail  and 
hysterical  interview  blurb  that  they 
appear  by  comparison  worthy  of 
notice.  By  showing  his  inability  to 
withstand  the  force  of  such  vitriolic 
phrases  as  "good-for-nothing, 
puffed-up,  and  conceited,"  Mr. 
Menjou  has  given  the  defence  the 
best  possible  evidence  to  corrobo- 
rate the  statement. 

Probably  the  fan  letters  are  to 
blame,  as  they  are  probably  to 
blame  for  most  Hollywood  divorces. 
In  the  manner  of  Milt  Gross:  "Nize 
boy,  Adolph,  ett  opp  all  de  hepple- 
suss!" 

*        *        * 

Iconoclast 

Rupert  Hughes  told  the  Sons  of 
the  American  Revolution  that 
George  Washington  danced,  drank 
and  gambled,  and  he  escaped  get- 
ting the  bum's  rush  by  a  narrow 
margin.  Truths  about  heroes  can 
be  only  a  healthful  influence  on  the 
present  generation.  Hero-worship 
is  only  justifiable  through  its  ten- 
dency to  encourage  emulation  and 
few  among  us  are  capable  of  hitching 
our   wagons   to   such   stars   as   the 


Tea  Room  Deportment 

AT  the  tea  room  tables 
They  sit  by  twos  and  twos, 
Harrys,  Bills  and  Mabels, 
And  talk  of  I's  and  You's. 

And  seeing  them  softly  chatting. 
With  this  fact  I'm  plainly  faced. 

Here  personal  remarks 
Are  always  in  good  taste. 

~J.  E.  McD. 


copy  books  have  created  of  the 
great  of  the  past.  Few  of  us  are 
infallible  and  the  knowledge  that 
the  heights  by  great  men  reached 
and  kept  were  made  through  a 
journey  replete  with  human  back- 
slidings  and  a  burden  of  common 
weaknesses  must  be  heartening 
news. 

But  for  Rupert  Hughes  we  have 
no  sympathy.  The  author  of 
'Souls  for  Sale"  and  other  sub- 
limated penny-dreadfuls  should 
have  known  what  to  expect  from 
such  an  audience.  His  remuner- 
ative adventures  in  the  realms  of 
pseudo-literature  were  the  cause  of 
his  being  asked  to  attend.  So  far 
as  we  know,  Mr.  Mencken  received 


no  invitation  to  address  the  meet- 
ing. When  he  took  an  unfair  ad- 
vantage of  the  loyal  revolutionists 
he  deserved  a  snub;  he  got  in  under 

false  pretenses. 

*        *        * 

In  Re  Lacrosse 

One  of  the  difficulties  which 
beset  the  national  unification  of 
Canada  is  perhaps  somewhat  bet- 
ter to  be  understood  when  the  case 
of  lacrosse  is  considered. 

Lacrosse  is  the  one  genuinely 
Canadian  game.  I  don't  know 
very  much  about  its  actual  origin, 
but  the  idea  is  generally  accepted 
that  it  is  indigenous  to  these 
shores  and  that  it  was  passed 
along  to  us  by  its  first  exponents, 
the  Indians. 

It  is  a  good  game,  too.  Anyone 
who  has  seen  more  than  a  very 
occasional  game  will  tell  you  that. 
It  provides  many  a  thrilling  finish 
(which,  from  a  spectacular  stand- 
point, is  the  chief  attraction  of  any 
sport),  and  it  possesses  also,  in 
large  degree,  those  qualities  of 
speed,  uncertainty  and  personal 
encounter  which  make  for  popul- 
arity in  other  games. 

Yet  can  you  name  five  players 
who  played  during  last  season? 
You  are  the  exception  if  you  can. 
The  average  Canadian  is  vaguely 
aware  of  lacrosse,  and  pleased  that 
Canada  should  have  a  national 
game  of  her  own.  Personally, 
however,  he  is  more  interested  in 
something  else — probably  baseball. 

And  no  wonder.  The  amount 
of  publicity  which  lacrosse 
receives,  both  in  the  press  and 
elsewhere  is  infinitesimal,  death- 
dealing.  Not  that  this  is  any 
fault  of  the  newspapers — on  the 
contrary!  A  newspaper,  regularly 
and  quite  rightly,  follows  the  line 
of  least  resistance  in  the  matter  of 
news.  The  crux  of  the  whole 
thing  simply  is  that  there  is  not 
enough  lacrosse  news  to  compare 
even  feebly  with  the  flood  of  base- 
ball, boxing  and  other  sporting 
{Continued  on  page  45) 
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"Very  often  the  biggest  fools  have  very  beautiful 
wives." 

"Oh,  thank,  you,  sir.  You  and  my  husband  are  such 
good  friends  too!" 

AN  OUTLINE  OF  HISTORY 

Palaeolithic  Age 

Men  lived  in  caves  and  cracked  each  other's  skulls 
in  with  the  bones  of  beasts.  These  were  truly  bar- 
barous times. 

Neolithic  Age 
Men    lived    in   caves   and    huts   and    made   stone 
implements    to    crack    each    other's    skulls    in    with. 
This  is  the  faint  dawn  of  civilization. 

Middle  Ages 

Men  made  vast  progress  in  building  comfortable 
dwellings,  and  became  highly  skilled  in  the  art  of 
contriving  weapons  to  crack  each  other's  skulls  in 
with — bows  and  arrows,  axes,  spears,  swords,  knives 
and  wooden  mallets.  The  dawn  is  getting  brighter 
all  the  time. 

Pre- War  Age 

Men  made  palaces  of  brick  and  stone  and  marble, 
and  invented  various  intricate  and  deadly  contrivances 
for  cracking  each  other's  skulls  in — men-of-war, 
mammoth  guns,  super-dreadnoughts  and  submarines. 
This  is  the  bright  and  glorious  morning  of  civilization. 

Modern  Age 

Men  acquired  a  vast  and  varied  culture,  and  in 
their  marvellous  laboratories  developed  highly  efficient 
methods  of  cracking  each  other's  skulls  in — raiding 
planes,  poison  gas,  armoured  tanks,  explosive  bombs, 
tear  gas,  and  flare  bombs.  This  is  indeed  the  magni- 
ficent zenith  of  civilization.  Surely  it  cannot  be 
surpassed. 

— //. 


The  Smuggler's  Sweetheart 

"The  only  romantic  side  of  Canadian  and  American 
life  is  in  the  rum-running  business." 

— Gilson  Taylor  in  the  English  Press 

JENNIE,  love,  Jennie,  dove, 
Where's  your  true-love  gone? 
Tell  me  why  you're  waking. 
Daylight  until  dawn. 
Tell  me,  is  he  mounted 
On  his  charger  gay? 
Has  he  gone  a-riding 
To  the  wars  away?'' 

But  pretty  Jenny  sighed 

And  sadly  hung  her  head. 
And  she  answered  not  a  word; 

She  turned  away  instead. 
And  with  her  dainty  toe 

Made  a  pattern  in  the  sand; 
So  I  stepped  to  her  closer 

And  1  took  her  by  the  hand. 

"Jennie,  love,  Jennie,  dove. 

Has  he  gone  to  sea. 
Shipped  aboard  a  merchantman 

To  sail  the  Caribbee? 
Perhaps  he  is  a  pirate  bold 

And  sails  the  Spanish  Main 
And  scuttles  golden  galleons 

From  Penang  to  Port  o'  Spain." 

But  "Fi!"  cries  pretty  Jennie, 

"My  true-love's  far  away. 
For  he's  running  sixty  cases 

In  a  six-ton  dray. 
But  he'll  soon  be  back  again 

With'  a  fortune,  more  or  less. 
And  he  promised  that  he'll  bring  me 

A  New  York  dress. 

—Stephen  Moon. 


"That  new  dress  isn't  too  short,  dear.  It's  Just 
about  right." 

"Yes,  I  was  afraid  it  would  be,  but  I'm  having  it 
altered  again!" 
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"Muvcer's  compliments,  an    would  yer  ask  ycr  'usband  ter  go  fer  a  policeman?" 
"Tell  'er  'e  'aint  'ere.     'e  went  fer  one  yestetday!" 


le 


OODUN 


"Gosh,  there's  Mabel — and  I'm  early!" 


OH,   JULIET! 

(As  Shakespeare's  play,  "Romeo  and  Juliet,  "   will  be 
produced  on  Broadway) 

The  curtain  rises  and  discloses  the  back  balcony  of 
Capulet's  palace.  The  balcony  is  decorated  with 
twenty-five  flowers  in  flower  pots.  When  the  curtain 
is  finally  up,  the  pots  break  open  and  out  tumble 
twenty-five  chorus  girls,  who  rush  to  the  footlights, 
playfully  wag  their  fingers  at  the  audience  and 
whisper: 

In  fair  Verona  we  lay  our  scene, 

Yes,  Verona; 
Where  civil  blood  makes  hands  unclean, 

And  that's  no  bologna! 
And  we're  here  to  demonstrate 
That  if  you  buy  Florida  real  estate 
You  will  suffer  the  same  fate 

If  you  buy 

Verona. 

This  is  repeated  and  twenty  more  girls  appear  on 
the  stage  in  Italian  peasant  costumes.  All  the  chorus 
girls  then  run  up  and  down  the  aisles,  travel  up  to  the 
balcony  and  hang  from  the  chandeliers,  singing 
"Verona.  "  When  they  figure  that  the  song  has  been 
sufficiently  sung  to  ensure  at  least  thirty  copies  being 
sold  to  the  audience  when  it  goes  out,  they  return  to 
the  stage  and  disappear  through  a  trap-door  in  the 
ceiling. 

Enter  Tybalt  and  Benvolio,  the  Darling  Dancing 
Duo.  They  play  on  ukeleles,  perform  card  tricks 
and  then  dance  for  five  minutes. 

Benvolio:  "Who  was  that  lady  I  seen  you  with  last 
night?  " 

Tybalt:  "That  wasn't  last  night,  that  was  two 
nights  ago.  " 

Enter  Juliet — Broadway's  favourite  musical  star. 
Her  stage  name  is  Evangeline  de  Vantello,  but  is 
known  in  private  life  as  Mrs.  Bill  Schultz.  She  is 
dressed  in  a  simple  costume,  portraying  the  Chippen- 
dale period. 

Enter  Romeo,  the  handsome  leading  man.  He 
takes  her  by  the  hand  and  sings 

0  Juliet, 

1  love  you; 
O  Juliet, 

I'm  thinking  of  you; 

O  Juliet, 

With  eyes  of  blue, 

0  Juliet, 
Tender  and  true; 

Will  you  ride  in  my  gondola? 

1  shall  play  my  new  victrola; 
Juliet, 

I  love  only  yo-hoo! 

{Conlinued  on  page  40i 
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"Oh  Donald,  this  is  so  sudden!" 


Tune  in  on  this  One 

Mr.  Hoople,  who  might  be  des- 
scribed  as  a  "yes,  my  dear,  "  was 
enjoying  his  pipe  and  a  radio  con- 
cert in  the  front  room,  when  his 
storm  and  strife  returned  home 
from  lodge  a  trifle  earlier  than 
usual. 

"Homer,"  she  demanded  icily, 
"have  you  been  smoking  in  this 
room  after  all  I've  said?" 

"Why — er — no,  m'dear,"  stut- 
tered the  head  of  the  family, 
squirming  to  get  away  from  the 
hot  pipe  in  his  pocket. 

"Then  what  makes  this  room  so 
smokey?" 

"Well,"  offered  her  better-half, 
I  had  Pittsburgh  a  while  ago.  .  ." 

-y.  H.  s. 


"I  say,  chappy,  your  wife  has 
fallen  into  the  well." 

"Oh,  that's  all  right,  we  use  city 
water  now." 


Optimistic 

A  suburbanite  was  driving  home 
one  evening,  when  he  suddenly 
espied  what  he  took  to  be  a  cat  in 
the  road.  Remembering  that  his 
wife  had  expressed  a  fondness  for 
kittens,  he  decided  to  take  it  home 
as  a  surprise  to  her. 

Climbing  out  of  the  car,  he  ap- 
proached the  animal,  calling  seduc- 
tively, "Kitty!  kitty!  Come, 
kitty!" 

A  few  moments  later,  sadder  and 
much  wiser,  after  discarding  all  of 
his  apparel  that  the  law  allows,  he 
climbed  back  into  the  car.  And  as 
he  stepped  on  the  gas,  he  said,  "Oh, 
well,  I'll  surprise  her  anyhow!  " 

-y.  H.  s. 
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'What  shall  I  do  to  k^^ep  from  falling  in  love?" 
'Try  pricing  apartments!" 


Among  the  Missing 

The  old-fashioned  boy  who  collected  cigar  bands; 
the  man  who  came  into  your  office  with  bicycle  clips 
on  his  trousers;  the  preacher  who  tried  to  describe 
hell-fire;  the  woman  who  claimed  she  was  a  suffragette; 
the  tramp  who  really  looked  like  a  tramp;  the  gar- 
dener-coachman who  received  forty-five  dollars  a 
month;  the  youngster  in  the  Little  Lord  Fauntleroy 
outfit;  the  butcher  who  gave  calf's  liver  away  for  the 
asking;  the  man  who  said  there  never  would  be 
another  war;  the  would-be  dandy  who  wore  three- 
inch-high  collars;  the  reformer  who  said  that  that 
within  five  years  after  prohibition  was  adopted, 
every  jail  in  the  country  would  have  to  close  for  lack 
of  customers. 

—K.C. 


Ernestus  McNearey 

(A  Moral  Tale) 
I 
Once,  in  Ontario,  north  of  Lake  Erie 
Lived  there  a  boy  named  Ernestus  McNearey — 
Lived  on  a  farm  with  his  father  and  mother, 
Worked  in  the  fields  like  so  many  another 
Youth  of  his  age,  and  his  time,  and  his  kind. 
Learned  how  to  sow,  and  to  reap  and  to  bind. 

Lo!  how  that  hardest  of  masters,  Ambition, 
Seeks  out  his  slaves  now  in  every  condition 
Of  life.  Only  Heaven  can  answer  the  query: 
"When  did  Ambition  get  hold  of  McNearey?" 

II 

Came  there  a  time  when  the  good  country  boy  no 
Longer  the  fun  of  the  farm  could  enjoy,  so 
Much  did  he  yearn  for  the  lights  of  the  city. 
Is  there  a  heart  which  is  not  stirred  to  pity? 
Think  of  this  youth  who  deserted  the  farm 
And  went  to  the  town  to  commingle  with  harm! 

Look,  ^ow  the  city  is  evilly  planning 
To  wreck  our  Ernestus  by  partially  fanning 
Vaulting  Ambition,  that  hardest  of  curses. 
Which,  be  you  sure,  than  drunkennness  is! 

Ill 
Once  he  had  wended  his  sprightly  steps  townward, 
'Nestus  soon  took  the  first  fatal  step  downward. 
Mistress  Ambition  (who  never  shows  quarter) 
Pushed  'Nestus  low.     He  became  a  reporter, 
Working  on  one  of  the  newspaper  forces. 
Writing  of  murders  and  thefts  and  divorces. 

Now  do  the  flames  of  Ambition  rise  high! 
Now  will  Ernestus  his  birthright  deny! 
Reared  to  a  life  that  is  honest  and  just. 
Yet  into  politics  fall  now  he  must! 

IV 
First  he  was  only  a  simple  ward-heeler, 
Then  as  a  sort  of  political  feeler 
Ran  he  for  alderman  and  was  elected. 
(Oh!  from  that  point  was  his  ruin  effected!) 
Seven  years  later — good  children,  beware! 
'Nestus  had  sunk  to  the  depths.     He  was  Mayor! 

Children,  may  this  tale  your  conscience  alarm! 
Take  heed  of  'Nestus  and  stay  on  the  farm! 
Gracious!  For  you  it  might  even  be  worse! 
What  if  the  Premiership  were  your  curse? 

— Huron  Barnes. 

*  *  ♦ 

"It's  a  short  lane  that  has  no  crook  in  it  these 
days,"  sighs  Uncle  Ezry. 
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And  Only  One  Was  Saved 

Caplain:      Did  you  gel  any  grub  ojff  her  ? 
Cook'     ^o  Cap,    but  afore  she    went   down    I  man- 
aged to  get  me  cook.  book- 


Summing  up  the  Market  Report 

The  exchange — opened  at  9  as  usual. 

Paris  Garters — Remained  unchanged.  Keeping 
under  cover. 

Melody  Radio  Corp. — Better  tone,  after  a  poor 
reception. 

Holt  Firearms — Quicker  action.     Sights  up  well. 

Jones  Bros,'  Cough  Drops — Go  into  liquidation. 

Crash  Motors — Opened  up  slowly,  easily  advanced 
to  55. 

Disappearing  Ink  Mfrs. — Right  out  of  sight. 

Baltimore  Kodaks — Room  for  developments.  An 
exposure  is  expected. 

Chorus  Costumers — A  bearish  attitude  is  noticed. 

Prse.  Suspenders — Holding  up  well,  sagged  slightly 
through  lack  of  support. 

Belgian  Razors,  Inc. — Downward  tendency.  A 
keen  cut  is  anticipated. 

Shaker  Salt  Co. — Running  easily.  Stock  requests 
pouring  in  more  freely. 

National  Bridge  Cons. — A  washout.  Many  are 
dropping  from  under. 

Amer.  Subtraction  Machines — Show  decrea.ses. 
Sets  new  low  figures. 

Spike  Scrane  Paper — Stationary.  Generally  ac- 
corded a  clean  sheet. 


Hydro-Electric — A  shock  to  those  relying  on 
current  assets. 

Formcut  Gowns — Show  better  figures. 

Sovereign  Yeast — Bound  to  rise  of  course. 

Dom.  Asphalt  Pavings — Trying  to  curb  the 
market.     Looks  well  on  the  surface. 

Y.M.C.A.  Tanks — A  source  for  pool  activities. 

Hearse  Publications — All  booked  up. 

Prize  Packet  Rolled  Oats  Co. — At  a  premium. 

Detroit  Auto  Lamps—  The  outlook  is  brighter. 
Some  congested  situations  come  to  light. 

Uclaspit  Peucils — Dull,  with  poor  gross  earnings. 

Adhesa  Nose  Adjusters — Well  bound  up.  Re- 
tired for  a  breathing  space. 

Amer.  Gum  Machines — A  one-cent  drop  is  recorded. 

Pox's  Jellies — Unsteady,  but  firming  up. 

Can.  Steel  Vaults — In  heavy  volume.  A  safe 
nvestment. 

Cars  advance  but  show  tendency  to  retire; 
umbrellas  are  up;  coffee  is  unsettled;  imported  onions 
continue  strong;  Ford  aeroplanes  continue  upward; 
Morality  Publishers  report  a  further  decline;  tea  is 
weak;  beer  shows  strength;  butter  remains  solid; 
and  raw  oil  is  crude;  On  the  whole,  taking  the  aver- 
age, everything  points  to  more  and  fewer  times.  This 
is  certainly  encouraging. 

The  market  closed  at  5.13. 

— Carl  F.  Argue. 


'So  your  father-in-law  left  some  heavy  liabilities?' 
'Yes,  I  married  one  of  the  heaviest  of  them." 
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A  Litany  of  Pet  Aversions 

By  Charles  W.  Stok.es 

FROM  business  men  who  give 
their  stenographers  their  Christmas 
cards  to  send  out — from  "high  pres- 
sure salesman" — from  salesmen 
who  ask  for  two  minutes  and  take 
twenty — from  insurance  solicitors 
who  ask  your  age  and  salary — from 
Kiwanis  Club  lunches  in  small 
towns 

Good  Lord,  Deliver   Us! 

FROM  vaudeville  comedians 
jokes  about  prohibition  in  the 
United  States — from  moving  pic- 
tures made  out  of  famous  novels, 
especially  when  they  change  the 
name  to  a  sexier  one — from  Uncle 
Tom's  Cabin,  Community  Flayers 

Good  Lord,  Deliver   Us! 

FROM  travelling  salesmen's 
cigars — from  United  States  pipe 
tobacco — from  cigarettes  that  "sat- 
isfy "  or  "are  toasted" — from  boys 
who  ask  one  for  cigarette  pictures 

Good  Lord,  Deliver   Us! 

FROM  wives  who  play  bridge  all 
afternoon,  and  ask  you  at  supper 
whether  they  would  have  lost  if 
they  had  made  it  three  no  trumps 
— from  synthetic  gin  forced  upon 
you  when  visiting  Boston — from 
the  games  of  euchre  and  michigan 
— from  furnace-men,  tag  days  and 


Bob: — "How  strong  are  the  headlights  on  your  car?" 
Harry: — "Oh,  about  two  scandal  power  a  night!" 


charity    drives    orgainzed    by    idle 
society  women 

Good  Lord,  Deliver  Us! 
FROM  proposals  to  amalgamate 
the  C.N.R.  and  the  C.P.R.-^from 
"secession"  talk  by  immigrant 
western  politicians — from  statistics 
about  the  natural  resources  of  this 
country — from  Monday  morning 
reports  of  Sunday's  sermons — 
from  the  Crow's  Nest  Pass  agree- 
ment, and  the  "wrongs"  of  every 
and  all  provinces 


0-&frrLR^bY^j^^ 


"Help!  Help!  A  burglar  just  stole  the  police  dog!  " 


Good  Lord,  Deliver  Us! 

FOR  DELIVERANCE  from 
tips  on  gold  mines,  from  circular 
letters  from  a  tailor  one  bought  a 
suit  from  four  years  ago,  from  radio 
hounds  who  got  Denver  last  night, 
from  bum  Texas  oil  stock,  from 
German  bonds,  from  Florida  real 
estate,  from  Mutt,  Jeff  and  Barney 
Google,  and  from  the  kind  of 
hockey  we  had  last  winter — 

IVe  Beseech   Thee  to  Hear  Us, 

Good  Lord! 

*        *        * 

Jennie 

Jennie  snubbed  me  when  we  met. 
After  I  had  been  with  Josie; 

Dear  old  Jen!      1  see  her  yet, 

Kt Turning  up  that  little  nosey! 

Yet  think  not  that  1  despaired; 
Pleasantly  that  meeting  rubbed 
me; 

Well  1  knew  that  Jennie  cared. 
Or  she  never  would  have  snubbed 


Efficiency 

Now  that  short  skirts  are  defin- 
itely here  for  a  comparatively  long 
period — as  fashions  go — the  straws 
required  to  show  in  what  directions 
the  winds  have  been  blowing  can 
be  released  for  the  job  of  breaking 
the  camels'  backs.  — J.  A.  C 


22 


C9DLIN 


Prehistoric  Cook-' 


Domestic  Problems  of  Other  Days 

7  don't  mind  boiling  a  pterodactyl,  or  roasting  a  triceratops,  but  if  they  ask  me  to 
scale  a  megatherium  again,  I  quit  I" 
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Drawn  by  A.  C.  Barrett 

HOUSEHOLDER   (as  van  is  ready  to  start):   "I  say,  old  thing,   sorry  to  trouble  you  and  all  that,   but  do  you 
mind  getting  me  a  clean  collar  from  the  right-hand  top  drawer  of  the  dressing-table?      I  think  '' 

was  one  of  the  first  things  you  put  in." 


Eliza  the  Cook. 
You  whut  passes  here,  stop  an'  look. 
Here  lies  I,  whut  was  once  a  cook; 
1  stewed,  I  baked  an'  I  boiled  an'  fried. 
An'  then  one  mo'nin'  I  up  an'  died; 
An'  all  of  my  family,  boys  an'  men, 
They  hopes  that  1  left  off  cookin'  then! 


Our  Mother-in-LaW 
Ouh  Mothe'-n-Law  has  taken  wing 
To  the  Ian'  where  the  beautiful  angels  sing. 
The  coroner  looked  at  her  once  an'  said, 
"I'm  satisfied  she's  entirely  dead,  " 
An'  Ah  sahs  to  him,  "If  you's  speakin'  true, 
Mistah  Coroner-man — Ah'm  satisfied  too! 

^  ^  '\- 

Brother  Luke 
Under  the  daisies  tucked  away. 
Luke  he  waits  fo    the  Judgment  Day. 
He  waits  through  sunshine  an'  rain  an'  snow, 
Fo'  the  Judgment  Day  comes  powehful  slow; 
But  that's  no  cause,  dear  frien',  to  worry, 
'Cause  our  Brother  Luke — he  ain't  in  no  hurry! 


Darktown  Epitaphs 

Mandy  Whit,  Church-Worker 
Ole  Mandy  White  was  a  plague  an'  pest. 
In  all  our  town  she  was  far  de  best. 
In  summer  an'  winter,  in  rain  an'  sto  m 
Mandy  wo'ked  fo'  refo'm,  refo'm, 
An'  her  wo'k  an'  her  talk  would  never  be  done, 
While  any  po'  nigger  could  have  some  fun. 
We  'spects  ole  Mandy 's  been  made  a  saint. 
But  we  hopes  she's  gone  where  we're  'fraid  she  ain't. 


M.  A.  Squeers,  Esq. 
Moses  Aaron  Squeers  is  here, 
Cold  upon  his  lowly  bier. 
How  the  awful  hand  of  fate 
Switches  round  a  mortal's  state; 
Now  a  bier  holds  Moses  Squeers, 
Who  used  to  hold  a  lot  of  beers. 


Joseph  Schull. 


"There's  another  good  man  gone  wrong!"  cried  the 
students,  as  the  absent-minded  theology  prof, 
strayed  into  the  girls'  cloak  room. 
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An  Evening's  Ent< 


Drawings  by  A.  B.  SA\ 
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An  evening's  entertain- 
ment in  certain  artistic 
circles  is  a  very  serious 
affair.  Here  We  see  a  choice 
selection  of  liberated  souls 
munching  crackers  andillus- 
ions.  'Pop'  Homer's  latest 
inspiration,  "Geometry  of 
the  Female  Eye  Attracting 
the  Male,"  is  seen  in  the 
background. 


A  frivolous  little  game  of  poker  with  a  bit  of  serious  drinking. 
Bertie  is  saying:  "Wait  a  minnit — hie — Chick,  ole 
thing.  You  can't  have  three  aces,  cause — hie — /  got — ooh 
lotsh  of  'em  myself — "  John  is  thinking  that  he'll  never 
play  another  game. 


At  Grubville  Centre  the  whole  village  will  turn  out  ft 
IVhipple,  who  runs  the  hardware  emporium  feels  as  s/ 
two-step!"  he  shouts.  Bella  Perkins — her  with  the  t\ 
Visiting  in   Tronta.     Bella  had  a  grand  time  and  br 

"Step  on  it,  Bella,"  is  our 
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Gladys  has  suggested  that 
bashful  Harold  take  her  to  see 
one  of  those  Elinor  Glynnish 
movies.  She  hopes  he'll  pick 
up  a  pointer  or  two. 


There  Was  a  time  when  you  had  a  whale  of  an  evening  if  you  and  some  of  the  boys 
went  around  to  call  on  the  Most  Popular  Girl  in  Town.  You  tuned  in  on  some  old 
melodies,  indulged  in  some  games;  you  might  even  be  daring  enough  to  play  "Truth 
and  Consequences."  And  when  the  Old  Man  began  to  thump  around  upstairs,  you 
took  your  leave  and  found  horrors!— it  was  past  ten-thirty!  But  them  days  is 
gone  forever  and  men   no   longer  hunt  in  packs 


Ladies'  Aid  Social.  Mr.  Ezra 
ly  as  ever.  "Nothing  like  the  old 
shingle — has  just  returned  from 

home  a  lot  of  fancy  new  steps. 
I  at  ion. 


And  then,  of  course,  the  old  folks  at  home.     "How  sweet!"  purrs  grandma,  as  the 

Night  Hawks  come  in  on  the  air 
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Song  of  Ambition 

I  long  for  the  line  of  Sigma  Chi, 

To  dance  like  an  S.  A.  E. ; 
To  string  the  girls  like  a  true  Phi  Psi 

And  smoke  like  a  D.  K.  E. 

1  like  the  looks  of  the  hot  Chi  Phi — 

The  Deltas  are  surely  grand — 
I'd  like  to  look  like  a  Lambda  Chi 

And  walk  like  a  Beta  man. 

I'd  like  to  dress  like  the  tall  Phi  Delt, 

To  drink  like  a  bad  K.  A., 
Part  my  hair  like  a  good  Phi  Gam 

And  say  what  the  Sigma  Nus  say. 

I'd  like  to  love  like  an  old  Psi  U, 

And  curse  like  an  A.  T.  O. ; 
I'd  like  to  flirt  like  a  Kappa  Sig, 

But  I'm  still  in  High  School,  you  know. 

—  Masquerader. 

H^        ^        * 

Doctor — "Well,    and    how    did   you    find    yourself 


Dicky-hird,  rr^y  love,  trot  upstairs  and  gel  wijey  s 
handkerchief." 

— Lampoon 


lis  morning 

Patient  "Oh,  1  just  opened  my  eyes  and  there  I 
was.  " 

— Hamilton  Royal  Gaboon. 

^  ^  ^ 

Prof.  J.  B.  (to  English  student  who  has  placed  his 
feet  on  the  bench  in  front  of  him)  —  "Take  your  feet 
down,  please,  so  1  can  see  what  you  look  like.  " 
The  student  complies. 

Prof.  J.  B. — "That's  sufficient.  Put  them  back 
up,  please." 

—  Carolina  Buccaneer . 

*  *        * 

The  prep  school  boy's  idea  of  a  college  man  is  a 
collegiate-looking  fellow  who  only  carries  one  small 
French  book  home  at  night. 

The  prep,  boy's  conception  is  entirely  wrong. 
The  typical  college  boy  carries  no  books  home  at 
night  at  all.     He  leaves  them  home  all  the  time. 

— Black  ond  Blue  Jay. 

*  *        * 

"Are  you  familiar  with  Moore's  Utopia?" 
"No,  1  generally  eat  at  Childs'." 

—Pitt  Panther. 

*  *        * 

Sheriff — "Ma'am,  kin  we  swing  this  here  flea- 
bitten  horse-thief  to  one  o'  your  apple  trees?" 

Lady — "Sir,  I'll  have  you  know  I'm  a  spinster 
lady,  and  I  can't  have  any  men  hanging  around  the 
house. 

—Log. 

*  *       * 

Three  a.m.  Voice  from  Above — "Oh.  daughter, 
does  that  young  man  like  grapefruit?  " 

—Log. 
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awn  by  Leo  Cheney 

Suspicious   Character:   "It's  quite  all  right,  constable — /  live  here.      I'm  just  infancy  dress,  you  see." 
"Constable  " :   "Well,  there's  a  coincidence  for  you!     I  happen  to  be  in  fancy-dress  and  I  lice  here  too!" 

— Passing  Show 


Voice  from  a  "Fierce  Sparrow" 

Sheik:    Hello,  kid,  tired  walking? 
Sheba:    Yeh! 

Sheik:  Then  try  sitting  on  the 
curbstone  for  a  while. 

— Lehigh  Burr. 

*  *        * 

Light:     And   after   the  dance   he 
took  me  right  straight  home. 
Dark:    How  vulgarly  original! 

— Southern  California  Wampus. 

*  *        * 

Sweet  Young  Thing:  Will  you 
be  a  stag  at  our  formal  next  week? 

Freshman  (not  so  sweet):  Sure, 
I  love  masquerade  parties. 

— Sun  Dial. 

*  *        * 

"I  see  Jake,  the  bootlegger,  got 
arrested  yesterday." 

"What  for?"  — Columns. 


One  Step  Removed 

A  mine  superintendent  who  had 
gone  down  into  the  lower  levels  to 
talk  to  a  crew  of  men  imprisoned 
by  a  cave-in  was  getting  their  last 
message. 

"George,"  he  shouted  to  one 
colored  miner,  through  a  narrow 
aperture,   "are  you  married?" 

"Nossuh,"  answered  a  lugubrious 
voice;  "dis  hyah  am  de  wustest  fix 
Ah  evah  been  in  yit." 

— American  Legion  Weef^ly 


"Waiter,  it's  been  half  an  hour 
since  I  ordered  that  turtle  soup." 

"Sorry,   sir,   but  you   know  how 
turtles  are." 

— Lafayette  Lyre. 


A   Voice 
cide. 


Mother 


Hair-raising! 

Auctioneer:    Going,  going,  gone! 

Too   late   for   Herpe- 

— Orange  Owl. 

Nice  Girl 

Who  are  you  going  out 
with  this  evening? 

Daughter:  Some  ex-convict  from 
Chicago. 

Mother:  That's  all  right,  I 
thought  maybe  you  were  going  out 
with  one  of  those  college  men. 

— Texas  Ranger. 

*        *        * 

"What  did  you  say?" 
"Nothing." 

"Of  course.  But  how  did  you 
express  it  this  time?" 

— C.  C.  N.  Y.  Mercury 


28 


C9BLIN 


'A>, 


"Vour  mind  is  like  a  college  campus 
at  Christmas.  " 
"How  is  that?" 
"It's  deserted."  — Juggler. 


Safe 

Captain — "Zounds!  Three  hundred  miles  from 
the  shore  and  the  rudder  is  broken. 

Sweet  Young  Thing — "That's  all  right.  It's 
underneath;  no  one  will  notice.  " 

—  Wesley  an  Wasp. 

*  *        * 

It  was  on  a  steamer.  A  goodly  crowd  had  gath- 
ered in  the  smoking-room  to  discuss  the  old  days 
in  college.  Finally  one  of  the  crowd  offered  to  tell 
the  alma  mater  of  any  of  his  companions.  He  singled 
out  a  tall,  rangy  chap,  and  said:  "You're  from  Cornell, 
aren't  you?"  The  questioned  one  nodded  in  affirma- 
tion. The  next  chap  was  heavy  set,  with  an  aggres- 
sive jaw.  He  proved  to  be  from  Rutgers.  Turning 
to  a  sickly,  dejected,  slouching  fellow,  he  asked: 
"You're  from  Yale,  aren't  you?" 

"Yale,  hell!  I'm  just  seasick,"  was  the  reply. 

— Tiger. 

*  *       * 

"Lend  me  ten  bucksh?" 
"Shure.      I  haven't  got  shem." 
"Thanksh.      Pay  yu  tomorrer." 

— Hamilton  Royal  Gaboon. 


A  Sure  Sign 

She — "You  don't  love  me  any  more!  " 
He — "Why  do  you  say  that?" 

She — "The  last  three  times  you've  left  before 
father  made  you.  " 

—  The  Magnet. 

*  *        * 

Absolutely! 

"And  you  say  you  guarantee  these  canaries?" 
"Guarantee    them?    Why,  madam.   1   raised  them 
from  canary  seed!" 

— Brown  Jug. 

Daughter — "He  says  he  thinks  I'm  the  nicest 
girl  in  town.     Shall  I  ask  him  to  call?  " 

Mother — "No,  dear;  let  him  keep  on  thinking 
so." 

—  Tid-BUs  {London). 

*  *        * 

Hern — "Isn't  this  a  stupid  party? 

Her— "Yes." 

Hern — "But  why  not  let  me  take  you  home?" 

Her — "Sorry,  I  live  here.  " 

— Columbia  Jester. 

#«, 
Complete  Training 

Manager — "So  this  applicant  claims  he  is  a 
college  graduate.     Can  he  back  up  his  claim?  " 

Clerk  (returning  a  few  minutes  later) — "The 
young  man  says  that  with  your  kind  permission  he'll 
come  in  and  give  the  school  yell."    , 

— Puppet. 


"Helen  gets  more  phone  calls  than  most  girls  in  town." 
"She  must  be  a  very  beautiful  girl." 
"No,  she  is  a  telephone  operator." 


Goblin 
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A 
Queer  Way 

of  doing  business, 

you  may  say,  yet— 


We  urge  you  "dont  buy — yet'     let  us  first  prove 
for  this  unique  shaving  cream.     Accept,  please,  a 


'  I  'ELLING  customers  not  to  buy 
■*•  your  product  may  appear  an  odd 
selling  philosophy.  Yet  that  is  the  way 
we  brought  Palmolive  Shaving  Cream  to 
top  place  in  its  field.  We  urge  you  not 
to  buy  it.  But  to  start  using  it  at  our 
expense.  Will  you  grant  us  that  courtesy? 
We'll  thank  you  if  you  will. 

Immeasurably  different 

Palmolive  Shaving  Cream  is  based  on 
new  principles  of  skin  care  and  beard 
softening. 

It  is  immeasurably  different  from 
any  cream  you  know.  Sixty  years  of 
soap  study  stand  behind  it. 

World's  soap  experts  make  it  .  .  . 
the  makers  of  the  world's  leading  toilet 
soap,  Palmolive. 

It  represents  18  months  of  laboratory 
experiments,  of  over  130  formulas  tested 
before  perfection  was  reached. 


It  embodies  the  four  supreme  require- 
ments 1,000  men  named  as  their  ideal  of 
a  shaving  cream,  plus  a  fifth — stronger 
bubbles. 

Eight  men  in  ten  who  try  it,  stay  with 
it.  A  great  many  of  its  users  were  won 
from  rival  preparations. 

Such  success,  you'll  agree,  does  not 
come  without  reason. 

5  new  delights 

These     you'll     find — these     new     shaving 
joys,  these  comforts  unknown  before. 
1 — Multiplies  itself  in  lather  250  times 
2 — Softens  the  beard  in  one  minute. 
3 — Maintains    its    creamy    fullness    for 

10  minutes  on  the  face. 
4 — Strong  bubbles  hold  the  hairs  erect 
for  cutting. 


the   claims  made 
10-day  tube  free. 

5 — Fine  after  effects  due  to  palm  and 
olive  oil  content. 

10  Shaves  Free 

Now  in  justice  to  yourself,  and  in  courtesy 
to  us,  please  accept  a  ten-day  tube  free. 

Give  us  a  chance  to  prove  our  claims. 
Find  out  for  yourself  whether  your  present 
method  is  not  failing  in  some  important 
ways. 

To  add  the  final  touch  to  shaving 
luxury,  we  have  created  Palmolive  After 
Shaving  Talc — especially  for  men.  Does- 
n't show.  Leaves  the  skin  smooth  and 
fresh,  and  gives  that  well-groomed  look. 
Try  the  sample  we  are  sending  free  with 
the  tube  of  shaving  cream. 


10    SHAVES     FREE 

and  a  can  of  Palmolive  After  Shaving  Talc 

Simply  insert  your  name  and  address  and 
mail  to  Dept.  B-1  13,  The  Palmolive  Com- 
pany of  Canada,  Ltd.,  Toronto,  Ont. 
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Drawn  by  Stan  Terry. 

Weary  Husband:   "I've  been  to  every  shop  in  town  and  they  can  t  match  this  ribbon  anywhere." 

Wife:   "Splendid!     I  just  wanted  to  make  sure  it  was  unique!"  — Passing  Show. 


Pastel  Divers 

Blue  hat  drawn  jauntily 

To  frame  her  piquant  face    .    .    . 
Slim  grey  glove  and  that  within 

Eloquent  of  grace.     .     .     . 

Eyes  of  curious  design — 

No  connoisseur  has  missed  it.    .    . 
Wistful     mouth     that     droops     as 
though 
That    moment    you    had    kissed 
it.    .    .    . 

Scarf  of  many-colored  wool 

And     white     throat     underneath 
it.     .     .     . 

A  million  dollars  in  a  chest, 

An  uncle  to  bequeath  it.     .     .     . 

Alas,  alas!  from  my  sad  heart 
This  question  forth  I  hurl: 
Why  can't  such   perfect   things  be 
found 
All  in  the  self-same  girl? 

—  Tiger. 


"Are  you  married?" 
"No,   the  stove  exploded  in  my 
face."  — Rutgers  Chanticleer. 


Courtesy  and  Efficiency 

Chief:  "  When  a  lady  comes  to  buy 
boots,  ask.  her  what  size  she  takes. 
If  .for  instance,  she  says  38,  you  say, 
'Oh,  no,  madame,  a  37  would  fit 
you.'  and  then  try  size  39  on  her!" 
— Kasper,  Stockholm. 


I  had  once  in  the  City  of  Gloucester 

A  most  beautiful  girl  but  I  loucester. 

She  fell  from  a  yacht 

In  a  very  deep  spacht, 

And  I  never  found  where  the  waves 

toucester.  — Puppet. 

"Do  you  really  mean  to  say  that 
you  shave  yourself  all  the  time? 
asked  the  barber. 

"Well,  hardly,"  replied  the  cus- 
tomer.      "I    stop    occasionally    for 

meals."  — Drexerd. 

*        *        * 

Home:     Thinking  about  me? 
Homoette:     Oh,  was  I  laughing? 
Pardon  me! — Stanford  Chaparral. 

Doorman  (to  gentleman  trying 
to  crash  a  dance):  And  who  is  the 
fellow  you  want  to  see  inside? 

Gentleman:    Me. 

—  Yale  Record. 
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Are  You  a  High-brow? 


IF  not,  do  you  know 
what  a  high-brow 
really  is?  For  th^ 
best  six  definitions  of 
a  high-brow  in  one 
hundred  words  or 
less,  Goblin  will  pay 
the  prizes  listed 
below. 

The  dictionary 
says: 

High-brow:  Intel- 
lectual, superior.  A 
person  who  takes  an 
intellectual  or  aca- 
demic line  in  con- 
versation, acting,  etc. 

Someone  else  said: 

"A  high-brow  is  a 
person  whose  educa- 
tion has  exceeded  his 
intellectualcapacity." 

What  do  you  say? 
If  you  are  one  of  the 
lofty  ones,  slip  into 
your        horn-rimmed 


spectacles  and,  grasp- 
ing your  purple  stylus 
firmly  in  the  right 
hand  (for  those  who 
are  left-handed,  an 
entry  accompanied  by 
a  bona-fide  statement 
to  this  effect  will  not 
be  ruled  out),  and 
tell  us  what  you  think 
of  yourself.  If,  how- 
ever, you  are  a  low- 
brow and  proud  of 
it,  ponder  as  you 
munch  your  corn-beef 
and  cabbage  and  take 
a  pot  shot  at  the  high 
and  mighty  ones. 

For  the  brightest, 
neatest  classification 
of  a  high-brow. 
Goblin  will  pay  the 
following  prizes: 

Solutions  must  be  in 
our  hands  by  February 
28th. 


Prizes 


First  Prize:  $20.00  if  winner  is  a  subscriber  to  GOBLIN 
or  if  he  sends  in  a  subscription  with  his  answer,  $10  if  not 
a  subscriber. 

Five  prizes  of  $2.00  to  subscribers  or  $1.00  to  non- 
subscribers. 

Subscriptions  may  be  sent  in  with  answers  by  using 
the  form  below: 


GOBLINS  LTD..  10  Adelaide  St.  East.  Toronto. 

Dear  Sirs: 

Enclosed  find  $ for year     subscription   to  Canada's 

National  Humourous  Monthly. 

Name 

Street  Address 

Town Province 


Winners  of  the  Last 
Contest 


First  prize  of  $20.00  to  a  subscriber,  or  $10.00 
to  a  non-subscriber  goes  to  C.  E.  Morgan.  91 
Park  Avenue.  Brantford,  Ontario,  for  the 
following  advice  to  Ian. 


"Yt3,"  replied  Delia.  "I  have  known  him 
for  quite  a  while.  You  see,  I  am  his  sister  .  .  ." 
He  drew  her  closer  and.  lookint  Into  her  eyes, 
said,  "Not  mad?"     She  laughed. 


"Good  girl — I'm  two  hundred  bucks  in  on  this, 
i  knew  you  all  the  time — said  you  were  an  angel 
straight  from  Heaven — couldn't  lose  your  temper 
— get  mad,  and  that  sort  of  thing.  Jim  Cope  bet 
two  hundred  that  you  would,  if  I  said  what  1  did. 
You  didn't,  bless  you.  Let  s  go  to  supper  and 
plan  how  we'll  spend  it." 


Five  other  prizes  of  one  or  two  dollars  each 
(see  rules  of  contest)  go  to  the  authors  of  the 
following: 


1 .    The    saxophones    wailed    and     the    ololins 

sobbed. 
As  Ian  gasped:  "What,  you  his  sister?" 
Then   closer  he  stooped  to  the  head  which 

Was  bobbed. 
And  gently,  but  firmly,  he  kissed  her. 
"For  my  faux  pas,  I'ce  stooped."  Ian  said 

with  a  smile. 
To  express  my  regret.     Do  you  spurn  it?" 
"There's  a  come-back  to  that,"  Delia  said 

after    a  while. 
And  I'll  be  damned  if  she  didn't  return  it. 

Sent  in  by  Robert  D.  Little.  29  Delaware 
Avenue,  Toronto. 


2.   Ian  should  say,    "Are  you7     So  is  your  old 
manl" 

Sent  in  by  W.  H.  Troop.  289  Metcalfe 
Street.  Ottawa. 


3.  "Tell  her  that  of  course  he  hoped  she  hadn't 
been  taking  him  seriously,  and  that  as  a 
matter  of  fact,  he  was  merely  practising 
lying,  for,  as  perhaps  she  knew,  he  was 
studying  for  the  bench." 

Sent  in  by  Frank  Gray,  Gardenvale,  P.Q 

4.  "You  see,  I  am  his  sister." 

"Ha!  hal"  brazens  Ian,  "So's  your  old 
man,"  and  treated  her  to  all  the  cock-tails 
she  wanted,  thus  effectually  shortening  her 
memory  o  ithe  episode. 

Sent  in  by  C.  Ashford  Lorriman,  406 
Queen  Street,  Preston,  Ontario 


5.  Put  on  a  bold  front,  Ian.  Something  like 
this:  "Hal  hal  I'ce  woni  I  had  this  all 
doped  out.  I  bet  with  a  friend  I'd  make 
the  prettiest  deb  here  ready  to  dance  on  me 
by  Just  saying  some  chatty,  familiar  things 
about  her  brother.  He  knew  who  I  meant; 
said  that  Wouldn't  oex  you." 
You  may  not  get  away  with,  or  you  may 
make  a  hit,  if  not  with  Delia,  then  with 
Spike. 

Sent  in   by   F.   R.   Livesay,    132   Walmer 
Road,  Toronto. 


One  Year $3.00 

Two  Years  -----       5.00 
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THE    DIARY    OF    A     YOUNG 
LADY  OF  FASHION,  1764-65. 
By     Cleone   Knox.      Toronto: 
Thomas  Nelson   and  Sons.,   Ltd. 

This  is  by  far  the  most  diverting 
volume  which  has  come  our  way 
this  month.  It  purports  to  be  a 
genuine  diary  discovered  in  1904 
by  a  descendant  of  the  diarist,  and 
tells  us  in  an  intimate  style,  at  once 
naive  and  extremely  sophisticated, 
the  experiences  of  this  young  lady 
for  the  most  part  during  the  period 
when,  accompanied  by  her  father 
and  brother,  she  took  the  Grand 
Tour.  The  Grand  Tour  consisted 
of  a  sort  of  wholesale  coming-out, 
and  included  being  introduced  in 
the  society  of  London,  Bath,  Paris, 
Versailles,  Venice,  and  visits  to 
many  interesting  and  fashionable 
spots  en  route.  Were  this  all,  the 
book  would  be  of  unusual  interest 
since  the  diarist  is  an  extremely 
impressionable  girl  with  a  nice  ear 
for  gossip,  and  the  picture  of  the 
times  would  prove  a  sufficiently 
valuable  contribution  to  our  liter- 
ature to  ensure  a  healthy  sale  for 
the  book. 

But  there  is  a  great  deal  more  to 
it  than  that.  It  appears  that  Miss 
Cleone  Knox  was  a  maiden  of  no 
meagre  enchantment  and  given  at 
times  to  amusing  though  innocent 
excursions  from  the  paths  of  pro- 
priety. Her  own  love  affair  with 
her  devil-may-care  Irish  sweet- 
heart, and  the  inevitable  scrapes 
into  which  her  susceptible  and 
ardent  brother  was  accustomed  to 
get  himself,  form  a  plot  and  a  pat- 
tern which  spans  the  whole  volume 
like  a  compass,  giving  it  unity  and 


at  the  same  time  lends  an  intriguing 
atmosphere  of  suspense  and  excite- 
ment. 

There  is  a  third  factor,  perhaps 
the  most  potent,  which  should 
make  "The  Diary  of  a  Young  Lady 
of  Fashion"  a  book  of  the  mode. 
This  is  the  faithful  reproduction 
of  the  idiom  of  that  day  of  dandies, 
duels,  highwaymen  and  perfumed 
fans.  A  few  quotations  will  serve 
to  illustrate  the  point: 

"A  highly  agitating  day.  This 
morning  as  I  was  sitting  on  a  log  in 
the  wood  picking  primroses  (these 
flowers  grow  in  marvellous  pro- 
fusion here),  I  heard  a  familiar 
voice  in  my  ear.  Glanced  up  and 
near  screamed  at  seeing  Mr.  An- 
caster  standing  beside  me  and 
gazing  at  me  in  the  most  Ardent 
Manner  Imaginable." 

"I  then  swooned,  this  seeming  to 
me  the  only  means  of  escape  from 
an  Embarrassing  Situation." 

If  more  qualities  to  arouse  inter- 
est were  needed,  another  is  found 
in  the  rising  controversy  as  to  the 
genuineness  of  the  Diary.  Many 
English  reviewers  have  proclaimed 


All  Books 
Reviewed  in 

Goblin 
Obtainable  at 

The  Little  Shop 
'Round  the  Corner 

1184  Bay  Street 
(Jusl  below  Bloor) 

A   lending  library   of   more  interesting 
titles.     A  fascinating  Gift  Shop. 


it  a  very  clever  fake,  and  this  is 
indeed  the  opinion  of  this  reviewer. 
The  reader  will  perhaps  recall 
"Love  in  Old  Clothes,"  a  diary  of 
a  bygone  day  by  H.  C.  Bunner, 
which  has  a  ring  of  authenticity 
about  it  to  an  equal  extent,  and 
loses  none  of  its  value  through 
making  no  claim  to  be  genuine. 
However,  it  does  not  seem  likely 
that  an  author  of  the  Diary  could 
have  written  so  convincingly,  and 
with  so  much  detail  of  this  bygone 
day,  had  he  not  access  to  a  genuine 
diary  of  somewhat  similar  matter. 
Personally,  the  controversy  in- 
terests us  least.  Genuine  or  spur- 
ious, this  naughty  history  has  the 
true  qualities  that  make  for  enter- 
taining reading.  Incidentally,  many 
of  the  blushing  debutantes  of  the 
period  make  our  fearsome  flappers 
appear  as  "old-fashioned"  as  they 
themselves  are  generally  supposed 
to  be. 

TRAIL  SKETCHES.     By  Stuart 
Falconer  Forbes.     Boston:    Chris- 
topher Publishing  House. 
A  light  volume  of  good-natured 
rhymes  of  the  open  spaces,  making 
no  extravagant  claims  and  meriting 
none,   which   should  appeal   to  de- 
votees  of   the   outdoors   who   take 
their  literature  easily. 

THE  LAUGHING  BIRDS,    and 
other       stories.       By       Archibald 
Sullivan.        Toronto:      The    Mac- 
millan  Company. 
A  collection  of  sketches  and  tales 
written   in   a   style  which  shows  a 
complete    independence    of    short- 
story    conventions   of    the    present 
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day.  This  naturally  suggests  some- 
thing a  little  advanced  and  unintel- 
ligible, but  the  reverse  is  true. 
One's  first  impression  is  that  they 
are  the  work  of  an  abnormally 
clever  schoolboy,  since  they  have 
the  uncommon  freshness  and  direct- 
ness, but  the  obviousness  of  the 
theme  spoils  most  of  them  for  the 
popular  taste.  Moreover,  most  of 
the  stories  are  too  overwhelmingly 
sentimental  for  this  disillusioned 
generation. 

The  strongest  claim  that  can  be 
made  in  favour  of  the  Laughing 
Birds  is  the  author's  truly  admir- 
able skill  in  handling  words  and 
phrases.  These  he  seems  to  work 
with  in  a  manner  of  a  master- 
craftsman,  weaving  intricate  and 
beautiful  patterns,  apparently  for 
the  sheer  pleasure  of  doing  so.  He 
is  extravagant  with  words  and  sim- 
iles. His  characters  are  as  colourful 
and  prodigious.  The  quotation 
indicates  his  method: 

"Dinner  was  in  full  swing.  Above 
the  trails  of  purple  orchids  and 
little  oases  of  silver  fruit  dishes, 
ribbons  of  polite  conversation  laced 
themselves  to  and  fro  in  an  intricate 
fashion.  Now  and  then  staccato 
notes  of  laughter  rose  above  the 
general  buzz  of  conversation,  and 
the  deep  boom  of  the  men's  voices 
was  like  the  drone  of  dee-furred 
bees  on  a  summer  afternoon.  Silver 
and  cut-glass  caught  the  rays  of 
shaded  candlelight,  and  flashed 
strange  heliographic  signals  to  each 
other,  and  behind  the  backs  of  the 
Chippendale  chairs  a  soft,  insistent 
ballet  of  noiseless  footmen,  with  a 
gaily-tinted  pantomime  of  food  and 
white-hooded  bottles,  passed  rest- 
lessly up  and  down.  A  duchess 
with  a  tiara  smiled  indulgently  at 
a  playwright  with  a  reputation.  An 
ambassador  with  a  wrinkled  fore- 
head, on  which  all  the  monarchs  of 
Europe  seemed  to  have  written 
their  royal  signatures,  struggled 
between  diplomacy,  the  entrees, 
and  an  American  heiress.  " 

"Behind  the  hostess's  blond  head 
her  diamonds  twinkled  fiercely  like 
a  bright  little  town  on  a  yellow- 
desert,  while  her  eyes  Red  with  a 
species  of  switch-backed  movement 


around  the  circle  of  her  guests, 
peered  for  a  second  at  her  plate  as 
though  it  were  a  miracle,  and  then 
went  on  again.  Her  husband 
pricked  up  his  ears  at  the  conver- 
sation and  ate  with  his  front  teeth. 
His  laugh  was  dry  and  cackling  like 
the  Biblical  thorns  beneath  the 
Biblical  pot.  " 

It  is  in  this  beautiful  artificiality 
that  "The  Laughing  Birds  and 
Other  Stories  "  justifies  itself.  A 
cocktail  of  words  with  a  little  too 
much  sugar  in  the  shape  of  the 
plots. 

THE  LITTLE  WHITE  HAG. 
By  Francis  Beeding.  Toronto: 
Longmans,  Green  &  Co. 

The  activities  of  a  titanic  dope 
rind  and  the  experiences  of  a  bank 
official  who  finds  himself  mixed  up 
with  them,  form  the  basis  for  this 
adventure  -  mystery  story.  Like 
most  highly-plotted  stories  it  fre- 
quently oversteps  the  bonds  of 
possibility;  it  never  fails,  however, 
to  get  up  the  reader's  interest. 

Of  the  leading  character  who 
tells  the  story  one  gets  but  a  flimsy 
outline.  He  is  six-feet-two  and 
fond  of  expressing  a  desire  to 
Cyrus  P.  Claypole,  the  detective, 
"to  see  the  thing  through  now  that 
I  have  started  it.  "  Cyrus  himself 
differs  little  from  the  stock  detec- 
tive character  except  that  he  makes 
almost  a  record  number  of  narrow 
escapes  and  disappearances.  He 
utters  also  that  traditional  phrase 
which  detectives  use  when  they 
appear  mysteriously  at  the  climax. 
He  says:  "Cyrus  P.  Claypole,  as 
large  as  life  and  twice  as  natural.  ' 

The  Center,  an  amazing  Japan- 
ese master  mind,  and  his  white 
wife,  are  perhaps  the  most  inter- 
esting characters. 

The  Little  White  Hag  is  not  a 
literary  sensation.  One  feels,  how- 
ever, that  it  might  possibly  have 
been  if  the  author  had  taken  a 
little  more  time  in  writing  it  In  it 
Beeding  reveals  an  astounding 
knowledge  of  the  dope  traffic  in 
Europe  and  an  ability  to  weave  an 
interesting  and  rapidly  moving 
story. 

{Continued  on  page  37) 


THE  EDITOR'S 
LETTER  BOX 


Dear  Sir: 

As  a  young  Canadian  author,  I  view 
with  alarm  the  stand  you  have  taken  with 
regard  to  censorship  of  the  books  in  our 
lending  libraries.  Is  it  possible  that  you 
are  in  the  pay  of  the  Authors'  League  of 
America  or  some  other  Yankee  organiza- 
tion? Over  in  the  United  States,  in  the 
districts  where  there  is  a  strict  censorship 
in  vogue,  reputations  and  royalties  are 
being  made  overnight,  while  here  in 
Canada  the  poor  Canadian  writer  has  to 
struggle  along  on  what  publicity  he  can 
obtain  by  bribing  book  reviewers  or 
addressing  women's  clubs.  If  we  had  a 
couple  of  good  suppressions  of  Canadian 
novels  you  can  well  imagine  the  benefit  it 
would  be  to  our  national  literature.  And 
yet  you  want  to  deny  the  Canadian 
writers  the  advantages  enjoyed  by  those 
in  the  great  republic  to  the  south  of  us. 
Is  that  British  justice?  Fair  Play. 

Dear  Sir: 

I  just  wanted  to,  m  spite  of  opposition, 
draw  your  attention  to  the  menace  which 
threatens  to  insidiously  rob  us  of  our 
proudest  birthright,  namely,  freedom  of 
speech.  The  British  Empire  (long  may 
she  wave!)  was  not  built  in  a  day.  Neither 
was  the  new  Toronto  Union  station. 
While  thousands  walk  the  streets  looking 
for  work,  evolution  can  never  be  anything 
more  than  a  theory.  How  many  of  those 
who  voted  for  church  union  can  now  look 
themselves  squarely  in  the  eye  and  say  that 
protection  will  benefit  the  Barnardo  boys? 
Not  while  thoughtless  drivers  speed 
through  the  city  streets  and  Chicago 
drains  the  mighty  wonders  of  Niagara. 
It's  all  very  well  to  condemn  the  younger 
generation,  but  who  killed  Cock  Robin? 
What  about  the  Canadian  Manufacturers' 
Association?  So's  your  Aunt  Minnie, 
isn't  she?     I  wonder.   Constant  Reader. 


Dear  Sir: 

How  about  that  five-spot  1  loaned  you 
four  years  ago  till  the  bank  opend  on 
Monday?  Ned. 

Dear  Sir: 

Knowing  that  you  are  always  open  to 
suggestions  and  having  been  a  reader  of 
your  bright  little  sheet  for  the  last  twenty 
years,  I  am  hastening  forward  with  a 
constructive  hint.  Don't  you  think  it 
would  brighten  up  your  little  sheet  if  you 
ran  each  issue  a  few  little  jokes  or  wise- 
cracks? There  is  enough  gloom  in  the 
world  and  the  man  who  can  make  people 
laugh  is  welcome  everywhere,  except  at 
home.  I  have  a  nature  to  be  a  writer  and 
I  thought  I  would  start  in  a  small  way 
first  with  you.  My  idea  of  a  good  joke 
follows: 

Ikey:  "Who  was  that  lady  I  seen  you 
with  yesterday?" 

Mike:  "Miss  Annie  Schmidt,  493 
Ganz  Street,  Montreal,  P.Q." 

You  should  have  been  with  us. 

Humourist. 
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No! 

"You  couldn't  let  me  have  five  shillings  till  next 
week,  could  you?  " 

"No,  and  I  can't  promise  to  do  it  then." 

— Boston  Transcript. 

*  *        * 

I  told  her  that  her  hair  was  like  imprisoned  sunshine. 

I  told  her  that  her  lips  were  snares  for  souls. 

I  told  her  that  her  eyes  were  enigmatic  pools  of  tan- 

tilizing  mystery. 
"Speak  but  one  little  word,"  I  pleaded,  "to  show  me 

that  you  understand." 
"Gosh!"  she  murmured  blissfully.  — Bison. 

*  *        * 

These  Days 

"Dearest,  you  are  the  light  of  my  heart,  the  angel 
of  my  life.     You  are  the  only  woman  I  ever  loved." 

"Darling,  you  are  the  best  man  on  the  earth.  And 
now  that  we  have  both  lied  to  each  other,  let's  pretend 
we're  awfully  happy —  — Boston  Bcanpot. 

"Look,  Red,  I  weigh  three  pounds  more  than  you 
do." 

"Aw,  you're  cheating!  You've  got  your  hands  in 
your  pocket.  — Oregon  Orange  Bowl. 

*  *       * 

Waiter:    How  would  you  like  your  steak,  sir? 
Exasperated  Patron:    Very  much. 

—  Wesley  an  Wasp. 


Apologia  Suet  Vitamine 

I  envy  not  the  man  who  drives  a  car — 
At  least  the  kind  most  motor  drivers  are — 
Nor  yet  the  morals  of  the  man  we  know. 
Who  sleeps  the  night  beside  his  radio. 
The  chap  who  sticks  at  golf  I  deem  a  dub — 
I'm  never  going  to  join  the  Boosters'  Club; 
In  fact  I  boast  a  calm  and  tranquil  mind 
Avoiding  doubtful  pleasures  of  this  kind. 
I'm  jealous  of  the  sleek  and  wealthy  man 
Who  suns  himself  in  comfort  down  at  Cannes. 
I'm  jealous  of  the  Johnnies  in  the  Guards 
Who  blow  the  family  fortune  playing  cards. 
I'm  jealous  of  the  chap  who  gets  a  cheer 
From  drinking  quarts  and  quarts  of  Nickle  beer; 
I'd  like  to  fill  my  system  to  the  neck. 
Imbibing  "Moet  Chaudon"  in  Quebec! 

—  W.H. 

*       *       * 

Explanation 

A  dear  old  lady  stopped  to  speak  to  a  man  who'was 
huddled  close  to  the  sidewalk.  He  had  on  an  old  hat, 
an  old  coat  and  old  shoes. 

"Why,  you  poor  man,"  she  said,  peering  into  his 
hungry,  care-worn  face.  "Here's  five  dollars  for  you." 

"But,  madam,  I'm  not  a  beggar." 

"What  are  you  then?" 

"I'm  just  the  last  man  dressed  at  my  fraternity 
house,  and  I'm  trying  to  shove  a  piece  of  paper  into 
the  sole  of  this  shoe." 
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Sandy  McTavish  was  travelling  by  tram.  He  got 
on  the  tram  and  asked  for  a  penny  ticket.  At  the  end 
of  the  penny  stage  he  asked  for  another  penny  ticket. 
The  same  thing  was  repeated  for  about  five  stages  and 
the  conductor,  getting  irritable,  at  last  asked: 
"Why  didn't  you  get  a  sixpenny  ticket?" 
Sandy,  in  great  surprise  and  indignation,  promptly 
replied:  "Och,  man,  away  wi'  ye.  What  of  the  car 
brok'  doon?"  — Thompson's  Weekly  News. 

Little  Paul  saw  a  man  surrounded  by  a  number  of 
small  bottles  from  which  he  took  occasional  sips  and 
smacked  his  tongue. 

"What  is  he?"  asked  Paul. 

"A  wine  taster!"  answered  his  father. 

Paul  was  silent  for  a  while  and  then  said: 

"Father,  1  know  what  1  shall  be  when  I  grow  up — 
a  cake  taster!"  — Pele  Mele,  Paris. 

:i;  *  * 

She:  "1  am  sorry  1  can't  see  the  stage  very  well  at 
this  distance!  " 

He:     "Use  your  opera  glasses!  " 

She:      "I    can't.      1    have  forgotten   to  put  on   my 

bracelet!"  — Nagels  Lustige  Welt,  Berlin. 

*        *        * 

Professor:  "I  am  going  to  speak  on  liars  to-day. 
How  many  of  you  have  read  the  twenty-fifth  chapter 
of  the  text?  ' 

Nearly  every  student  raised  his  hand. 

Professor :  "Good !  You  are  the  very  group  to  whom 
I  wish  to  speak.     There  is  no  twenty-fifth  chapter!' 

— Iowa  Frivol. 
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"Have  you  a  Charles  Dickens  in  your  home?"  asked 
the  polite  book  agent. 

"No!"  she  snapped. 

"Or  a  Robert  Louis  Stevenson?" 

"No!" 

"Or  a  Gene  Field?  " 

"No  we  ain't,  and  what's  more,  we  don't  run  a 
boarding-house  here,  either.  If  you're  looking  for 
them  fellows,  you  might  try  the  house  across  the 
street."  — The  Christian  Evengelist. 


No  Charge 
Judge:     "What's  the  charge?" 

Tough  Cop:     "Attempted  Suicide." 
"How  did  he  try  it?" 

"He  took  a  punch  at  me.  " 

— Hamilton  Royal  Gaboon. 

=!;  *  * 

He  (coaxing):     "If  I  kiss  you  this  once,  no  one  will 
be  a  bit  wiser." 

She:     "Oh  yes,  there  will." 

He:     "But  who?" 

She:     "You,  next  time."  — Brown  Jug. 


Ancient  Scot — Me  laddie,  what  would  you  do  if  I 
give  ye  ten  pence  for  ye  birthday? 

Laddie — Count  it,  mon.  — Centre  Colonel. 
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THE  DOG  THAT  MADE  TOO  GOOD. 


—  Gardner  Rea  in  the  New  Yorker 


Goblin 


37 


BOOKS 

{Continued  from  page  33) 

THE  RELUCTANT  IMPOSTOR- 
By  Muriel  Hine.     Toronto:  Long- 
mans Green  &  Co.;  $2.00. 
Muriel    Hine    can    generally    be 
depended     upon     to     supply     the 
public  at  regular  intervals  with  a 
novel  the  plot  of  which  is  guaran- 
teed   to   hold    the   interest   of    the 
reader  who  seeks  the  unusual. 

"The  Reluctant  Impostor"  is 
the  story  of  a  girl  who  has  had  the 
name  and  fortune  of  another, 
whom  she  closely  resembles,  thrust 
upon  her,  and  while  she  acquits 
herself  admirably,  one  feels  at 
times  a  little  doubtful  of  her  reluc- 
tance. The  story  is  highly  sensa- 
tional and  like  the  average  tale  of 
this  kind,  quite  impossible. 

Her  background  characters, 
though  some  are  a  bit  hazy,  are 
brought  into  the  story  and  sis- 
carded  with  admirable  skill,  and 
the  intricate  details  of  the  plot  fit 
together  with  amazing  precision. 

Miss  Hine  will  probably  find 
that  there  are  scads  of  people,  who 
leading  perhaps,  a  life  devoid  of 
romance,  enjoy  this  sort  of  reading 
in  their  idle  moments.  To  these 
we  recommend  this  book  as  being 
well  above  the  average. 

^  :{:  % 

Explained 

Colleej — "Our  dog  is  dead." 
Sap — "1  suppose  he  either  swal- 
lowed a  tape  line  and  died  by  inches 
or  else  went  up  the  alley  and  died 
by  the  yard." 

Colleej — "Nope,  he  crawled  away 
up  under  the  bed  and  died  by  the 
foot."  ~  Drcxerd. 


Over  the  Breakfast  Table 

What's  in  the  paper  this  morn- 


ing?" 

"Oh,  nuthin'  much.  Just  a  few 
murders  and  somethin'  about 
another  race  riot." 

"What's  that  across  the  top?" 

"Oh,  it  just  says  that  the  King 
was  dismissed  and  they're  goin'  to 
have  a  republic  in  England.  " 

"Is  that  another  bank  robbery 
in  the  first  column?  1  can  see  the 
word  'Bank.'  " 

"Naw,  only  an  account  about  the 
Bank  of  England  going  insolvent.  " 

"Anything  on  the  sporting 
page?" 

"Naw;  pass  me  the  marmalade- 
There's  just  a  rumour  that  Red 
Grange  is  going  to  run  fer  presi- 
dent." 

"Huh!  There  doesn't  seem  to  be 
much  in  the  newspapers  nowdays." 

"Naw!  Nothin' but  cartoons  and 
advertisements." 

— Henry  James. 

*  *        * 

Page  the  Coroner! 

Grad — "I'm  leaving  for  Paris 
next  week;  is  there  any  little  sou- 
venir you  want  me  to  bring  you?  " 

Frosh — "Yea,  bring  me  one  of 
those  Latin  quarters  for  my  coin 
collection.  "  -Agwan. 

*  *        * 

Announcing 

"Know  anything  about  the  pub- 
lishing business?  " 

"Well,  I  used  to  be  an  exchange 
editor  in  college.  " 

"Good;  so  was  I.  Let's  start  an 
original  magazine  called  World 
Humor."  — Voo  Doo. 


The  Melrose 

A  favorite  style  along  Elnglish  lines — 
made  in  finest  Black  or  Tan  Calf  with 
rawhide  middle  sole  to  keep  feet  dry. 
With  single  sole  $12.00  or   double  sole- 


All  over  Canada 

You  will  find  the  best- 
dressed  men  wearing 


Wc  lOill  gladly  mail  you  our  newest  style 
hoo/^     on     request — proper     /it    assured. 


(from  maker  to  wearer) 

S hops  a  t 
Toronto:   73  King  St.  West 

16  Bloor  St.  East 
Montreal:    Mount  Royal  Hotel 
Winnipeg:   319  Fort  Street 


The  Temper   is  all  in   the 
blade  of  a  Durham-Duplex 

See  for  yourself.  Get  a  gen- 
uine Durham-Duplex  Demon- 
strator razor  with  one  blade 
for  only  25c.  A  real  razor — not 
a  toy.  If  your  dealer  cannot 
supply,  send  coupon  Indicating 
'e  razor  preferred. 
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Inter- 
changeable Blades  bUc 
package  of  5. 
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DURHAM-DUPLEX  RAZOR    CO.,  LTD. 
Dept.  "G,"  50  Pearl   St.,  Toronto,  Ont. 


"That  isn't  gneiss,  "  said  the 
geology  prof,  as  a  student  threw  a 
rock  at  him. 

—  Yale  Record. 


Sir  Upan-Atem — "Pahdon,  old 
thing,  but  tell  me  how  the  deuce  did 
the  officers  discover  the  hiding 
place  of  the  ruffian?  " 

Downen  Owt  "Deah  me,  'pon 
my  woid,  old  cow,  don'  che  know, 
the  bally  rottah  accidently  stepped 
on  a  pair  of  scales  and  gave  himself 
a  weigh.  Deucedly  unfortunate,  eh 
what?  "         — Oklahoma  Whirlwind. 


Miss  Chatterly  —  "Have  you 
heard  about  the  terrible  scandal 
Miss  Goldcutter  was  mixed  up  in? 
I  don't  know  that  1  ought  to  repeat 
it." 

Miss  Pumiceton  "Don't,  just 
give  me  your  version. 

— Lampoon. 
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In  the  night  .  .  while  the  feathery-hght  snow  flakes 
fall  in  silence  .  .  and.  the  town  sleeps  .  .  unseen 
messengers  are  flying  in  from  all  corners  of  the  world. 
The  telegraph  wires  are  humming  with  stories  of 
events  in  Europe,  Asia,  Africa,  for  the  morning  paper. 

Many  hours  have  elapsed  since  the  last  paper  was 
issued,  hours  crowded  with  happenings  of  intense 
interest  often  in  lands  where  the  sun  is  still  shining  .  . 
and,  with  the  dawn,   the  morning  paper  tells  it  first. 

The  Mail  and  Empire  is  the  favorite  morning  paper 
of  the  nation. 


lUflUS^ 


$5.00  BY  MAIL.     $6.00  DELIVERED 


Goblin 


39 


^ 


Don't  fail  to  begin 

These  Frantic  Years 

a  sensational  and  glamorous 
novel  about  the  youth  of  today  by 

JAMES  WARNER  BELLAH 

In  the  March  issue,  shown  here, 
begins  the  brilliant,  ironic  study 
of  a  young  man  and  of  the  women 
who  influenced  his  life — both 
abroad  and  in  ultra-sophisticated 
New  York.  .  .  .  The  novel  will 
take  on  additional  color  and 
movement  from  the  illustrations 
by  that  famous  artist, 

CHARLES   D.  MITCHELL 


G)liaeflxttnOr 


On  Sale  Everywhere 

February  5 


Ask  Dad 

"Who  was  that  lady  I  saw  you 
with  at  the  dance?" 

"That  wasn't  a  lady.  That  was 

the  chaperon."  — Puppet. 


President — "During  this  dis- 
graceful proceeding  1  understand 
that  one  of  the  freshmen  was  man- 
handled. Now  what  part,  Mr. 
Jones,  did  you  have  in  the  dis- 
graceful affair?" 

Jones — "A  left  leg,  sir." 


A  blotter  is  a  thing  you  spend 
your  time  looking  for  while  the  ink 
is  drying.         — Oregon  Orange  Owl. 


A  store  was  deserted  except  for 
the  bookkeeper.  A  handsome  young 
salesman  strolled  in.  "Do  you 
keep  automobile  accessories  here?" 
he  asked. 

The  little  bookkeeper  smiled 
sweetly.  "Only  me,"  she  replied 
sweetly.  — Chanticleer. 


Man     (at     theatre    box    office): 
'What's  playing  here  to-night?" 
"Romeo  and  Juliet." 
"What  are  they  playing  in?" 

— Whirlwind. 


"Give  me  some  money,  sir.      I  am 

a  poor  orphan  without  any  father  or 

molher — and  they  will  beat  me   if  I 

go  home  without  some  money!" 

—  Campana  dc  Gracia,  Barcelona. 


Autotaph 

A  nervy  man  was  Lew  McCord, 
He  crossed  a  trestle  with  his  Ford; 
They  found  a  twisted  wire  or  two. 
But  haven't  yet  located  Lew. 

— Sun  Dial. 

*  *       * 

"Were  you  presented  at  court 
when  you  were  in  England?" 

"Yes,  and  had  to  pay  five  dollars 

fine."  — Sniper. 

*  *        * 

No  so  Well 

"Well,  how  are  you  this  morn- 
ing?" asked  the  passenger. 

"Fare,"  replied  the  conductor. 

— Sniper. 

*  *        * 

Bill— "I  went  to  the  saddest 
show  in  the  world  last  night." 

Phil — "You  exaggerate,  Bill;  that 
couldn't  be  true." 

Bill — ^." Yes.  it  is;  even  the  seats 

were  in  tiers.  "  — Sniper. 

*  *        * 

Engineer — "And  poor  Harry  was 
killed  by  a  revolving  crane." 

Englishwoman — "My  word! 
What  fierce  birds  you  have  in 
America!" — Sweet  Briar  Brambler. 
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i  Continued  from  page  16  > 

They  dance.  Enter  the  chorus  girls,  each  carrying 
a  piece  of  coloured  cardboard.  When  these  pieces  are 
assembled  they  form  an  excellent  tomb. 

Enter   Juliet's   nurse 
snappy  dialogue. 


and    she    and    Juliet    have    a 


Nurse:    A  man  young  lady,  a  man 

As  all  the  world.     Why  he's  a  man  of  wax! 

Juliet:    So's  your  old  man! 

The  show  is  stopped  here  while  half  the  audience  is 
carried  out  in  hysterics.  The  other  half  do  not  under- 
stand English. 

Enter  three  chorus  girls  dressed  in  the  latest  fashions 
of  grave-diggers.  They  come  to  the  footlights  and 
sing: 

Oh,  jolly  grave-diggers  are  we! 
Just  look  at  our  figures  and  see! 

And  there's  many  a  guy, 

Who  wanted  to  die. 
But  not  when  he  saw  us  three!      (Hot  pups!) 

The  chorus  now  comes  out  and  sings  the  "Jolly 
Grave-Diggers. "  Enter  Romeo  on  his  gondola,  and, 
pointing  to  Juliet,  manages  to  gasp  out  to  Capulet: 
"I  want  your  daughter  for  my  wife."  Capulet  replies 
without  an  instant's  hesitation:  "I'm  willing  to  trade; 
let's  see  your  wife.  " 


The  Friendly  Pullman  Cars 

By  Llewellyn  Smithers,  aged  8 
(Certified  sole  work  of  Llewellyn — E.  Smigg,  Teacher). 

Once  there  were  two  Pullman  cars  named  Damon 
and  Pythias.  They  had  been  friends  from  berth. 
They  always  tried  to  get  into  the  same  train  with  one 
another. 

There  was  also  a  villain  named  Alden  Daniels  who 
wore  whiskers  and  was  in  the  pay  of  the  Bullshevicks. 

One  day  Alden  got  a  letter  from  Russia. 

It  said:  "Dear  Alden:  Please  go  down  to  the  Union 
Station  and  blow  up  a  Pullman  car  because  they 
represent  the  capitalistic  class.  Yours  sincerely,  The 
Bullshevicks." 

Alden  went  right  down  to  the  station  and  gained 
access  to  it  by  climbing  through  in  the  Information 
Department  when  nobody  was  around.  He  then  went 
right  down  to  the  tracks  and  put  a  bomb  right  under 
a  Pullman  car.     The  car  was  Damon. 

Now  a  little  way  down  the  tracks  was  standing 
Pythias,  and  Pythias  saw  Alden  do  the  dastardly  deed. 
So  Pythias  started  to  roll  by  himself  down  the  track 
and  bunted  Damon  from  behind,  pushing  him  from 
over  the  bomb.  But  sad  to  say,  just  as  Pythias 
himself  was  over  the  bomb  it  exploded,  blowing 
Pythias  to  Athens. 

Everybody  was  very  sorry  for  the  brave  Pullman 
car. 

But  it  was  all  for  the  best. 

For  Damon  had  aboard  eleven  honest  bootleggers 
returning  from  a  meeting  of  the  Interior  Decorators' 
Association  while  Pythias  was  carrying  twenty-one 
Prohibitionists  on  their  way  to  a  convention  in 
Montreal. 

(The  End) 


And  the  curtain  descends  as  everybody  sings,  "O 
Juliet,  "  which  you  can  get  either  for  your  piano  or 
victrola  as  you  go  out. 

— Bee  Gee. 

*        *        * 

EDITORIAL — Continued  from  page  12 

publications  have,  we  are  still  faced  with  the  fact 
that  these  seven  hundred  publications  form  a  vast  and 
constant,  though  unpremeditated,  advertising  cam- 
paign for  the  Americanization  of  Canada.  The  manu- 
facturer of  a  motor  car  or  washing-machine  can,  by 
the  use  of  a  limited  number  of  Canadian  magazines 
or  newspapers,  create  sufficient  public  demand  in  the 
Dominion  to  put  his  product  firmly  on  the  market. 
What  must  be  the  effect  of  a  campaign  in  every  issue 
of  seven  hundred  publications,  having  a  circulation 
capable  of  dwarfing  the  Canadian  coverage  of  our  own 
press  (and  incidentally  entering  the  country  duty 
free)? 

If  the  Americanization  of  Canada  is  a  consum- 
mation devoutly  to  be  avoided,  we  are  face  to  face 
with  a  man-sized  problem,  and  the  present  inde- 
pendence of  thought  in  Canada  is  rather  to  be  won- 
dered at  than  belittled.  A  remedy  is  not  easy  to  fine. 
Perhaps  it  may  be  suggested  by  the  parentheses  in  the 
preceding  paragraph. 
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Heavens! 

"What  a  charming  baby!  And 
how  it  does  resemble  your  hus- 
band!" 

"Gracious,  I  hope  not!  We 
adopted  it!" 

— Punch  Bowl. 

Not  Necessary 

Sweet  Young  Thing  to  Oculist: 
"lye  broken  my  glasses.  Do  I  have 
to  be  examined  all  over  again?" 

Recipent  of  the  Interrogatory: 
"No,  just   your  eyes." 

— Rennsalaer  Poly,  "Pup." 
*        *        * 

Dated 

It  was  a  typical  negro  reviva' 
service,  and  the  minister  had  just 
appealed  to  the  pent-up  audience 
to  "hit  the  sawdust  trail."  One 
buxom  young  debutante  rose  and 
cried:  "Las'  night  I  was  in  the 
arms  of  the  debil,  but  to-night  I  is 
in  the  arms  of  the  Lawd."  Voice 
from  the  rear:  "Is  you  gwine  to  be 
occupied  to-morrow  night,  sistah?" 
—  The  Pup. 


THE 

DIET  KITCHEN 

TEA  ROOMS 

72  and  80  WEST  BLOOR  ST. 

BREAKFAST 

LUNCHEON 

AFTERNOON 
TEA 

DINNER 

Sunday  night  supper  will  be 
served  in  Annex  until  9.30 


Telephone: 
R.  4382 


Making  It  Unanimous 

When  I  was  but  a  freshman. 

And   wandering    around   the 
quad, 
I  used  to  think,  a  senior  was 

The  noblest  work  of  God. 

Ice  since  grown  somewhat  older 

And  my  opinion  is 
That  my  opinion  of  him  then 
Was  just  the  same  as  his. 
— Baron  Ireland, 
In  Columbia  Jester. 


Spring  Showing 

Dear  Mr.  de  Pinna: 

You  simply  can't  imagine  how 
thrilled  I  was  to  get  a  letter  from 
you  this  morning.  I  have  been  ex- 
pecting a  check  from  home,  but  it 
was  a  marvelous  surprise  to  hear 
from  you  instead. 

Of  course  I  would  love  to  attend 
your  spring  showing  of  haber- 
dashery. It  is  so  kind  of  you  to 
ask  me.  I  hope  you  aren'to  ffended 
because  I  haven't  answered  before 
this,  but  I've  been  awfully  busy. 

Do  write  again.  Your  letters 
mean  so  much  to  me. 

Your  old  friend, 

O.   HOWITT   FiTZHUGH. 

Dunster  Hall. 


Mother  Goose 

Hey  diddle,  diddle. 

The  sax  and  the  fiddle, 
The  drummer  discovered  a  tune; 

The  orchestra  laughed 

To  see  such  sport 
When  he  played  on  a  pan  with  a 

spoon. 


Oh,  won't  you  come  to  my  jail? 

It's  safe  and  comfy  there 
The  criminals  all  are  out  on  bail, 

Let  other  men  beware. 

-Lampoon. 

*        *        * 

Cadet  (leaving  for  Europe): 
"What  are  they  doing?" 

First  Mate:  "Weighing  the 
anchor.  " 

Cadet:  "Aren't  the  customs  re- 
gulations rougher'n  blazes,  though?  " 

— Pointer. 


I 


Benj.  Franklin  invented  two- 
sight  glasses.  They  were  crude 
to  say  the  least — two  lenses 
cut  in  half  and  placed  in  an 
unsightly  frame. 

To-day  you  can  enjoy  the 
comfort  that  comes  from  wear- 
ing Invisible  Bifocal  Glasses. 
Consult  your  Eye-sight  Special- 
ist and  when  he  advises 
Bifocals  ask  for  IMPERIAL 
KRYPTOKS  (best  invisible 
Double  Vision  Glasses). 


^i>  i«  s  dunriintce  tlgiii  tl]r 
'^iiatale  eupplicb  tliia  ba^  to 

JR BIFOCAL  WEABER 


^ 


GENUINE  IMPERIAL  KRYPTOKS.  f,^ 
f-om  .11  <i.f„B  ,„  m.nuf.cn,«. 
IMPERIAL  KRYPTOK  BIFOCALS  (mvintl,-* 

«re  nude  iiom  only  tKe  KigKest  quality  croWn  tnd 
flint  opticml  glist  perfeclly  ground  and  poliiKed  by 
ikilU  Ctn^Lu,  .o.U«n. 


if 

I 

I 


Above  GUARANTEE  supplied 
with  genuine  IMPERIAL 
KRYPTOKS. 

MADE  IN   CANADA 

Sold  the  world  over 

Imperial  #ptiral  Co, 

Hermant  Bldg.      Toronto 

Wholesa  le  On  ly 


"Ya  big   mutt!      Ya  dirty   bum! 
Ya  shag-eared  Polock!      Ya 
"Say.  what  youse  insinuatin'? 

Lampoon. 


MODERN  D.ANCING 

MISS  EDNA  HINCH 

356  Brunswick  Ave. 

FOXTROT  AND  WALTZ  TAUGHT 
IN    THREE    PRIVATE    LESSONS 

Special  Rates-  to  .Student.^ 

For    Appoinfmenf    Phone   Trinity  0037 
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RIG  value/ 


-       TRADC 

.'^  n  n  n  r\  ri-i-V 

C  SET  IN  RUBB  ER 

W       M  A  R  t^ 


— Hair  is  absolutely  pure 
badger. 

— Setting  of  vulcanized  rubber. 

—Handle  of  beautiful  appear- 
ance and  finish.  Guaran- 
teed, of  course,  and  made  in 
Canada  in  a  hygienic  Can- 
adian way. 

SAINT  JOHN,  N.B. 
Montreal        Toronto        London        Winnipeg 


C  SET    IN    RUBBER  3 

LATHER  BRUSHES 


^  made  or 
purebadger 


Pure  Badger  Hair 
or  pure  Bristles  do 
riot  carry  anthrax 
germs.  Avoid 
cheap  substitutes. 


Other  sizes  of  same 
style  brush  at  pro- 
portionate prices.  31 


Auto  Salesman — And  what  kind 
of  a  horn  would  you  like,  sir?  Do 
you  care  for  a  good,  loud  blast? 

Haughty  Customer — No;  I  want 
something  that  just  sneers. 

*  *         *      — Punch. 
True  to  the  Faith 

Little  Isador  Shapiro  rushed  into 
the  grocery  store.  Banging  a  dime 
down  on  the  counter  he  panted : 
"Gimme  me  for  ten  cents  animal 
crackers.     Take  out  the  pigs." 

— Farm  Life. 

*  *        * 

She  was  just  a  sailor's  sweet- 
heart, but  she  knew  her  ropes. 

— Voo  Doo. 

*  *        * 

Wise :  ' '  Do  you  think  it  will  stop 
raining?" 

Crack:      "It  always  has." 

— Agwan. 


Little  Pat — I  can't  play  with  you 
'cause  you're  a  Jew." 

Little  Ike — But  ve're  not  playing 
for  money.       —     — Virginia  Reel. 


First  Stude  (bursting  into  room) : 
"Hey,  there's  a  bulletin  up  town 
says  the  world's  coming  to  an  end 
at  midnight." 

Room-mate:  "Oh,  h — l!  I've 
already  worked  to-morrow's  al- 
gebra." — Sour  0vol. 


She:  "Isn't  this  one  of  the  oldest 
golf  courses  in  this  country?" 

He:  "What  makes  you  think 
so? 

She:  "I  just  heard  a  man  say  he 
went  around  in  '79."      — Voo  Doo. 


Past  Praying  for? 

A  very  young  girl  was  being 
questioned  by  her  mother  regard- 
ing her  very  first  examination  in 
music. 

Mother:  "And  what  did  the 
examiner  think  of  your  piano 
playing?" 

Little  Girl:  "I  don't  know. 
Ma." 

Mother:  "What  kind  of  a  man 
is  he,  dear?" 

Little  Girl:  "Oh,  he  was  very 
religious,  I  think." 

Mother:    "Why,  child?" 

Little  Girl:  "Well,  Ma,  all  the 
time  I  was  playing  my  piece  he 
kept  muttering,  "My  God!  My 
God!" 

— Melbourne  Church  Messenger. 
*        *        * 

Warned  in  Time 

In  a  certain  suburb  there  is  a 
cottage,  the  door  of  which  must 
be  raised  a  little  to  be  opened,  and 
for  this  purpose  a  hatchet  is 
generally  used.  One  night  a  knock 
came  at  the  door  and  a  youngster 
was  sent  to  see  who  was  there. 

"Who  is  it?"  inquired  the  boy. 

"It's  me,"  said  a  voice  outside. 

The  youngster,  recognizing  the 
voice,  shouted  back,  "It's  Mrs. 
Murphy;  get  the  hatchet." 

Mrs.  Murphy  didn't  wait. 

— Exchange. 

Designs 

If  I  were  a  designer 

Of  women's  clothes  renown, 
I'd  make  a  hundred  pockets 

In  every  evening  gown; 
And  when  she'd  hand  me 

Lip  stick  and  compacts  by   the 
score, 
I'd  smile  and  calmly  answer, 

"Dearie,     that     ain't     done     no 
more.  "  — Red  Cat. 


ESTABLISHED    42   YEARS 
Quality  Still  Unequalled 

BURGER'S 
CANDIES 

Uptown  Store,  778  Yonge  St. 
Downtown  Store,  92  Yonge  St. 

Mail  Orders  and  City 
Deliveries,  Main  2908 
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Method 


John  was  homesick;  it  was  two 
whole  days  till  the  end  of  the  semes- 
ter. And  Mary,  his  home  town 
girl,  was  throwing  a  party  to- 
morrow night.  John  was  desperate. 
■  He  wired:  "Dad.  Shall  I  go  by 
way  of  St.  Louis  or  come  straight 
home?" 

Hot  and  fast  came  the  answer: 
"Son:     Come  straight  home." 

The  dean  read  the  message  and 
said,  "Excused." 

John  attended  the  party. 

— Exchange. 

*  *       * 
No  Hurry 

"Help!  Help!  I'm  going  down 
for  the  third  time." 

Man  on  Shore:  "If  you  don't 
find  it  this  time,  I'll  help  you,  old 
fellow."  — Moonshine. 

"Just  look  at  that  train.  Isn't 
she  a  beauty?" 

"That's  not  a  she,  it's  a  mail 
train."  — Lehigh  Burr. 

^  ^  ^ 

The  modern  poet,  says  a  critic, 
doesn't  look  a  bit  like  the  real  thing. 
Nor,  as  a  rule,  does  he  write  like 
one.  ^Passing  Show. 

*  *        * 

A  Parisian  was  knocked  down 
twice  in  one  day  by  the  same  car. 
Next  time,  I  presume,  he  becomes 
the  property  of  the  motorist. 

— Passing  Show. 

*  *        * 

I  think  of  the  gink  from  Le  Boeuf , 
Reputed  to  be  quite  a  toeuf. 
Who  stood  in  the  way 
Of  a  tractor  one  day, 
Which  used  him  most  unduly  roeuf . 

— Agwan. 


BOVRIL 

Puts  Beef 
into  i|ou 


feftme^^ 
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Proved  safe  by  millions  and  prescribed  by  physicians  for 
Headache     Neuralgia      Colds  Lumbago 

Pain  Toothache     Neuritis        Rheumatism 


cW 


^Vk   ^00^  Accept    only    "Bayer"    package 
%^^^         wliich  contains  proven  directions. 


Handy    "Bayer"    boxes    of»  12    tablets 
Also  bottles  of  24  and  100 — Druggists. 

Aspirin  is  the  trade  mark  (registered  in  Canada)  of  Bayer  Manufacture  of  Monoacetic- 
acidester  of  Salicylicacid  (Acetyl  Salicylic  Acid.  "A.  S.  A.").  While  it  is  well  known 
H>at  Aspirin  means  Bayer  manufacture,  to  assist  the  public  against  imitations,  the  Tablets 
"J  Bayer  Company   will   be   stamped  with    their  general    trade   mark,   the    "Bayer  Cross-" 


Wrong  Man 

The  hobo  had  asked  the  hard- 
faced  woman  for  a  bite  to  eat. 
"Yes,"  she  replied,  "I'll  fix  you 
some  supper  if  you'll  saw  and  split 
some  wood,  sweep  off  the  walk,  fix 
that  hole  in  the  fence,  tidy  up  the 
barnyard  and  burn  the  rubbish 
piled  up  at  the  cellar. door." 

"Lady,"  said  the  hobo  as  he 
started  away,  "I'm  only  a  hobo;  I 
ain't  your  husband!" 

— Railroad  Telegrapher. 
*        *        * 


"/    would   like    the    proprietor  to 
shave  me!" 

"Wait  a  bit.      We  shall  soon  know 
which  of  us  it  is." 

— Journal  Amusant,  Paris. 


"So  you  remember  way  back  to 
the  Revolution,  do  you?" 

"Yassa.  De  Revolution  and 
Gin'l  Washington  an'  all  them.  " 

"Perhaps  you  were  a  witness  of 
the  fall  of  Rome?  " 

"Nossa,  Ah  didn'  exackly  see  it, 
but  Ah  recollect  hearin'  somethin' 
drop!"  — Pointer. 

*  *       * 

Voice — "Hello,  is  this  the  wea- 
ther bureau?" 

"Uh,  huh!" 

Voice — "How  about  a  shower 
this  afternoon? 

"I  dunno.  If  you  need  one  take 
it."  — Exchange. 

*  *        * 

Cedric — Let's  go  huntin'  rabbits. 
Adams — I  ain't  lost  no  rabbits. 

—Minnesota  Ski-U-Mah. 

*  *        * 

Beatrice — My  father  is  a  truck 
gardener. 

Dante — Gwan.  Whoyothinkya- 
kiddin'?  Dey  makes  'em  in  a  fac- 
t'ry.  — Columns. 

*  *        * 

"When  I  was  in  China  I  saw  a 
woman  hanging  from  a  tree." 
"Shanghai?" 
"Oh,  about  six  feet." 

—Lord  Jeff. 
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Popularity 


I 


The  primary  ob;ect  of  an 
advertisement  is  to  sell  some- 
thing, and  experienced  copy- 
writers tell  us  that  half  the 
battle  in  writing  one  is  to  ask 
the  reader  to  buy.  In  addition 
to  this,  many  of  the  more  liberal- 
minded  that  it  is  just  as  well 
to  give  some  reason  which  may 
act  as  a  stimulant  upon  the 
reader's  fountain  pen  and  even 
induce  him  to  sign  along  the 
well-known  dotted  line.  This, 
then,  is  an  advertisement  for 
Goblin,  and  right  now  at  the 
beginning  we  are  asking  you 
to  subscribe. 

But  more.  We  have  a  reason 
for  believing  that  the  $3.00  you 
invest  in  a  subscription  to 
Goblin  will  pay  you  dividends 


in  diversion  on  a  magnificent 
scale.  The  text  to-day  is  "Popu- 
larity." A  short  time  ago  ques- 
tionnaires sent  to  2,000  sub- 
scribers brought  back  the  start- 
ling replies  that  eleven  people 
read  and  enjoy  the  average  copy 
of  Goblin,  the  surest  indication 
obtainable  of  the  universality 
of  a  sense  of  humour  in  Canada, 
and  the  widespread  popularity  of 
Canada's  National  Humourous 
Monthly.  If  the  average  sub- 
scriber to  Goblin  thinks  enough 
of  this  monthly  harbinger  of 
mirth  and  ;ollity  to  pass  it  on 
to  ten  of  his  friends,   it  seems  to 


indicate  clearly  that  in  this 
broad  Dominion  (see  any  poli- 
tical speech),  there  are  thousand 
of  sad-faced  people  whose  lives 
would  be  brightened  if  some 
kind  friend  had  stepped  up  to 
them  and  whispered  or  shouted 
to  them  the  advice:  "Subscribe 
to  Goblin  now."  Your  best 
friend  WILL  tell  you. 

And  that  is  reason  number 
one.  And  now  to  return  to  our 
point:  The  kind  and  ever- 
thoughtful  Subscription  Depart- 
ment have  placed  right  here  a 
series  of  little  dots — you  know 
what  for. 


Enclosed  please  find  $ 

for  which  send  GoBLIN  for  one 
year  to 

Name 

Address 

Town 

One    vear,    $3.00.     Two    vears, 
$5.00. 


C9DLIN 


10  Adelaide  Street  East 


Toronto 
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(Continued  from  page  13) 
information,    which   is   continually 
pouring  hot  off  the  wires. 

What  to  do  about  the  situation 
is  quite  another  question.  How- 
ever, here's  a  suggestion. 

Mr.  Frank  Munsey,  the  pub- 
lisher, died  recently  and  left  $40,- 
000,000  to  an  art  museum.  If  one 
of  our  Canadian  millionaires  be- 
comes aware  that  he  is  soon  to 
pass  along,  and  can  think  of 
nothing  better  to  do  with  his 
fortune  than  that,  why  not  let 
him  devote  it  to  the  cause  of 
lacrosse? 

Two  professional  leagues  could 
then  be  subsidized — one  in  the 
east  and  one  in  the  west.  The 
teams  would  play  daily  games  from 
May  first  to  September  tenth,  and 
after  the  close  of  the  season,  the 
pennant-winners  in  each  league 
could  play  for  the  world's  cham- 
pionship. Thus  would  the  news- 
papers be  provided  with  a  raft  of 
lacrosse  news  every  afternoon,  and 
thus  would  a  really  Canadian 
game  have  a  chance  for  its  life. 


Descriptive 

Real  Estate  Agent:  "Well,  what 
do  you  think  of  our  little  city?  " 

Prospective  Buyer:  "I'll  tell 
you,  brother:  this  is  the  first  ceme- 
tery I  ever  saw  with  street  lights 
and  paving."  — Octopus. 


A  Worthy  Cause 

Tramp:  'Help  a  poor  fellow 
who  worked  for  twenty  years  for 
prohibition.  " 

How  did  you  do 


Kind  Lady 
that?" 

Tramp: 
example.  " 


was    the    horrible 
— Cougar's  Paw. 


Easy 

He  (romatically) :     "How  can   I 
live  without  you?  " 

She:  "More  cheaply." 

—Froth. 


Friend:     "Does  your  wife  drive 
the  car?" 

Mr.  Muk:    "Yes.  but  1  steer  it." 

Judge. 


!Tlifc(AujfeofiT  All» 

There's  only  one  bar 


Delicious  sliced 


in  the  house 

buy  if  by  ihe  box  of  24 
Bnd  avoid  such  scenes. 


CreaUd 


atlersohs  Toronto 


'Cheerio!      I've   created   a  jolly 
fine  joke." 

"Yes,  milord?" 

"A  pound  in  the  hand,  don't  you 
know,  is  worth  two  on  the  head.  " 

— California  Pelican. 
*        *        ^: 

"Niggah,  I'se  goin'  to  back  you 
up  'gainst  'at  wall;  I'se  goin'  to 
mash  yo'  nose  all  ova  yo'  face;  I'se 
goin'  to  push  dose  teeth  down  yo' 
froat  and  black  yo'  eyes — et 
cetera." 

"Black  man,  you  don't  mean  et 
cetera,  you  mean  vice  versa." 

— Juggler. 


"Our  maid  has  sharp  ears.' 

"Yes,    I    note   the   doors  are  all 
scratched  up  around  the  keyholes." 

—  The  Log. 


It  Won't  Be  Long  Now 

Miss  Marion  C.  Harding,  of 
Portsmouth,  New  Hampshire,  for- 
merly of  Detroit,  Maine,  who  is 
assistant  hairdresser  for  her  aunt 
at  the  Norton  Beauty  Parlor, 
wishes  to  announce  her  engagement 
in  the  near  future. — Personal  item 
in  a  Maine  paper. 
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QiiickRelief 

CUTS 

BURNS 

BITES 


r 


D  odd's  Antiseptic  Healing  Ointment 
is  a  safe,  soothing  treatment  for  all  skin 
abrasions,  infections  and  irritations.  Its 
powerful,  antiseptic  action  prevents  infec- 
tion of  open  wounds  and  enables  the 
exceptional  healing  qualities  of  this  famous 
ointment  to  quickly  relieve  pain  and  irrita- 
tion and  bring  about  a  speedy  recovery. 

D  odd's 

Antiseptic 'Healing 

OINTMENT 

for  cuts,  burns,  scalds,  bites,  sore  feet, 
abscesses,  old  sores,  boils,  eczema,  piles, 
ulcers,  hives  and  all  diseases  of  the  skin. 
Absolutely  pure  and  non-irritating.  An 
excellent  after-shaving  treatment  for  tender 
skins.  Heals  small  cuts  or  chafing  and 
leaves  the  skin  smooth  and  soft. 

Keep  a  tin   on    hand  for 
regular  and  emergency  use 


O  HEALINGa. 


50c  At  All  Druggists 


SEND   COUPON    BELOW 
FOR    GENEROUS 


^^^. 


:^^' 


Personae  Shakespearicus 

Some    Characters    Speak    for 
Themselves 

Romeo:  I  don't  like  being 
credited  with  having  originated 
seond-story  work.  Also  1  wish  to 
distinctly  state  that  I  am  not  a 
sheik.  In  fact  1  rather  liked  the 
girl  and  was  not  flirting  with  her 
for  a  moment.     Why  Will  Shakes- 


peare delayed  that  message  and  let 
me  kill  myself  I  cannot  understand. 
Both  Juliet  and  I  are  pretty  sore 
about  this,  and  we  are  now  waiting 
for  some  explanation  and  an  ap- 
ology. In  the  meantime  I  am  writ- 
ing a  book  called.  "What  I  Would 
Have  Done  Had  I  Not  Killed 
Myself." 


Falstaff:  Oh.  it's  a  big  but  a 
hard  life,  being  fat  and  funny.  I 
am  reminded  of  Irvin  Cobb,  al- 
though he  weighs  one  hundred 
pounds  more  than  1  do.  However, 
Bill  Shakespeare  wanted  me  to  be 
funny  but  1  said,  "Aw,  Bill.  I  can't, 
I'm  serious."  He  said.  "You're  too 
fat  to  be  serious."  "That's  what 
makes  me  serious,"  1  replied.  "My 
bedspring  gave  out  last  night,  and 
this  morning  my  belt  won't  go 
round.  Furthermore,  my  tailor  bill 
is  increasing  in  geometric  propor- 
tion to  my  cubic  capacity!  "  "Oh, 
laffitoff,"  said  he.  1  tried  to  but 
put  on  six  pounds  more.  I'll  never 
laugh  again. 

Shylock :  I  feel  that  some  ex- 
planation is  necessary.  I  may  have 
been  a  trifle  exacting,  but  the  wife 
wanted  a  fur  coat  and  I  was  broke. 
Needed  some  hard  cash  and  not 
that  pound  of  flesh.  I  really  hope, 
however,  that  I  didn't  set  a  bad 
example  for  those  entering  the 
pawnbroking  business. 

Mark  Anthony:  Friends,  Romans  and 
the  rest  of  you  birds,  this  speech, 
the  same  that  I  always  give,  has 
become  hackneyed,  trite,  stale  and 
worn  out.  The  jokes  aren't  funny, 
and  there  isn't  a  new  idea  in  it. 
This  is  what  makes  me  the  ideal 
after-dinner  speaker.  When  I 
stand  up,  my  brains  sit  down. 
I'm  like  the  night  wind,  blowing 
after  everyone  has  gone  to  sleep. 
However,  1  have  a  little  spiel  about 
J.  Caesar,  so  let's  go — 

Henry  the  VIII:  My  platform 
when  elected  was  "Bigger  and 
better  wives,  "  and  to  this  I  have 
strictly  adhered.  The  United 
States  Senate  would  "investigate" 
this  statement  but  my  friends  take 
my  word  for  it.  Anyhow,  it's  a 
great  life,  and  I  certainly  am  sorry 
for  you  people  with  your  modern 
law.  Do  the  best  you  can  with  it. 
(See  "Miss"  Joyce.)       — Voo  Doo. 


Johnny's  Diagnosis 

"Mother,"  cried  little  Mary,  as 
she  rushed  into  the  farmhouse  they 
were  visiting.  "Johnny  wants  the 
listerine.  He's  just  caught  the 
cutest  little  black  and  white  animal, 
and  he  thinks  it's  got  halitosis." 

—  Union  Pacific  Magazine. 
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New  Light 

on  an 

Old  Friend 


Creamy  lather — a  keen  blade 
— plenty  of  light — no  early 
morning  grouch  can  live 
through  these  to  dull  the  zest 
of  the  breakfast  bacon. 

To  adequately  illuminate  a 
bathroom,  use  deep  open 
shades  of  dense  white  glass 
on  the  waU  fixtures,  which 
should  be  placed  on  each 
side  of  the  mirror,  and  use  50 
watt  all-white  Edison  Mazda 
Lamps. 

An  all-enclosed  white  glass 
shade,  of  mushroom  shape, 
should  be  mounted,  high  up, 
in  the  centre  of  the  ceiling, 
using  a  75  watt  Edison  Mazda 
Lamp. 

There  is  an  Edison  Maxda 
Lamp  Agent  near  you; 
There  you  can  obtain  real 
information  about  good 
lighting. 
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AlAZDA  I/AMPS 

A  Canadian  General  Electric  Product 


THINK  of  how  this  new  development  adds  to 
your  enjoyment  and  appreciation  of  Radio. 
Clear,  full-toned,  constantly  powerful  reception 
without  "A"  or  "B"  batteries  or  aerial.  Any  room 
in  your  home  where  there  is  an  electric  light  socket 
may  now  be  used  for  radio  entertainment.  And 
in  keeping  with  their  superior  ability  Rogers 
Batteryless  Sets  are  housed  in  fanely-fmished 
cabinets  of  pleasing  and  compact  design  that  will 
harmonize  with  anv  stvle  of  decoration. 


As  a  most  fitting  answer  to  the  above,  the  sales 
of  Rogers  Batteryless  Radio  Sets  have  exceeded 
even  our  fondest  expectations.  Yet  is  it  any 
wonder.^  No  longer  does  it  matter  if  Mamie- 
forgets  to  switch  off  the  battery  charger  or  Har- 
old takes  one  of  your  "B"  batteries  to  work  his 
electrical  train.  Now  need  now  to  suffer  halitosis 
of  the  esprit  when  guests  are  in  and  you  can't  get 
Omaha  because  the  local  station  is  working.  No 
longer  need  you  be  one  of  the  "4  out  of  every  5" 
who  suffer  from  pyorrhea  when  your  aerial  gets 
"gummed  up"  in  your  neighbor's  garage.  With  a 
Rogers  bartteryless  you  simply  "plug  in— then 
tune  in." 


'Just  plug  in     then  tune  in" 


No  *'A''  or  "B''  Batteries 
No  Aerial 

Sold    by    .selected     dealers    throughout     Canada    on 
easy  purchase  plan  if  desired.      Write  for  literature. 

Manufactured  by 

STANDARD  RADIO  MFG.  CORP'N  LTD.,  TORONTO,  ONT. 

Owners    of  the    DeForeat    Canadian    Radio    Patents 


